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J^USSKS FROM AN OLD 
MANSE 

II 

THE NEW ADAM AND EVE 

[•'The race of manfjnd to be sttept av\aj, Icaong nil 
their ntics and « orl 5 I hen another humin pur to be placed 
in the world, with native intelligence like Adam and Eve, 
but Inowing nothing of their prcdccc"ors or of their own 
nature and deitinj Tliej, perhaps, to be dcscnlicd as 
working out this knowledge b) their sjinpathj with what 
thev taw , and b) lliar ow n feelings ’ ’ — /inenean Nett- 
Bah, p 27 ] 

W E who arc born into the world’s arti- 
ficial system can never adequately 
know how little m our present state 
and circumstances is natural, and how much is 
merely the interpolation of the perverted mind 
and heart of man Art has become a second 
and stronger nature , she is a stepmother, whose 
crafty tenderness has taught us to despise the 
bountiful and wholesome ministrations of our 
true parent It is only through the medium 
of the imagination that we can lessen those iron 
fetters, which we call truth and reality, and 
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make ourselves even partiall) sensible what 
prisoners we are For instance, let us conceive 
good Father Miller’s interpretation of the pro- 
pheaes to have proved true. The Day of 
Doom has burst upon the globe and swept 
away the whole race of men From cities and 
fields, seashore and midland mountain region, 
vast continents, and even the remotest islands 
of the ocean, each living thing is gone No 
breath of a created being disturbs this earthly 
atmosphere But the abodes of man, and all 
that he has accomplished, the footpnnts of his 
wandenngs and the results of his toil, the visi- 
ble symbols of his intellectual cultivation and 
moral progress — m short, everything physical 
that can give evidence of his present position — 
shall remain untouched bv the hand of destiny 
Then, to inhent and repeople this waste and 
deserted earth, we will suppose a new Adam 
and a new Eve to have been created, in the full 
development of mind and heart, but vnth no 
knowledge of their predecessors nor of the dis- 
eased circumstances that had become encrusted 
around them Such a pair would at once dis- 
tinguish between art and nature Their in- 
stincts and intuitions would immediately recog- 
nize the wisdom and simpliaty of the latter , 
while the former with its elaborate perversities, 
would offer them a continual succession of puz- 
zles 
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THE NEW ADAM AND EVE 


Let us attempt, in a mood half sportive and 
half thoughtful, to track these imaginarj' heirs 
of our mortality through their first day’s expe- 
nence No longer ago than yesterday the flame 
of human life was extinguished , there has been 
a breathless night , and now another mom ap- 
proaches expecting to find the earth no less 
desolate than at eventide 

It IS davTi The east puts on its immemo- 
nal blush, although no human eye is gazing at 
It , for all the phenomena of the natural world 
renew themselves, m spite of the solitude that 
now broods around the globe There is still 
beauty of earth, sea, and sky for beauty’s sake 
But soon there are to be spectators Just when 
the earliest sunshine gilds earth’s mountain-tops, 
two beings have come into life, not m such an 
Eden as bloomed to welcome our first parents, 
but in the heart of a modern aty They find 
themselves in existence, and gazing into one 
another’s eyes Their emotion is not astonish- 
ment , nor do they perplex themselves with 
efforts to discover what, and whence, and why 
they are Each is satisfied to be, because the 
other exists likewise , and their first consaous- 
ness is of calm and mutual enjoyment, which 
seems not to have been the birth of that very 
moment, but prolonged from a past eternity 
Thus content with an inner sphere which they 
inhabit together, it is not immediately that the 
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outward world can obtrude itself upon their 
notice. 

Soon, however, they feel the imnncible neces- 
sity of this earthly life, and begin to make ac- 
quaintance with the objects and circumstances 
that surround them Perhaps no other stride 
so vast remains to be taken as when they first 
turn from the reality of their mutual glance to 
the dreams and shadows that perplex them 
everywhere else 

“ Sweetest Eve, where are we ^ ” exclaims the 
new Adam , for speech, or some equivalent 
mode of expression, is born with them, and 
comes just as natural as breath “ Methmks I 
do not recognize this place ” 

“ Nor I, dear Adam,” replies the new Eve 
“ And what a strange place too ' Let me come 
closer to thy side and behold thee only , for all 
other sights trouble and perplex my spint ” 

“ Nay, Eve,” replies Adam, who appears to 
have the stronger tendency towards the matenal 
world , “ it were well that we gam some insight 
into these matters We are in an odd situation 
here Let us look about us ” 

Assuredly there are sights enough to throw 
the new mhentors of earth into a state of hope- 
less perplexity The long lines of edifices, their 
windows glittering in the yellow sunrise, and 
the narrow street between, with its barren 
pavement tracked and battered by wheels that 
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PHL NKW ADAM AND hVh 

In\ c now rattkil uvto an tirc\ oc.ibk past ' The 
signs, with their uninttlligilik harogh pines ' 
i'hc squ.iriness and ugliness, and regular or 
irregular deforniitv of e\ ere thing that meets the 
c\e ' T'he marks of wear and tear, and unre- 
newed deca\, winch distinguish the works of 
man from the growth of nature ' What is there 
in all this capable of the slightest significance to 
minds that know nothing of the artificial s\stein 
which IS implied in e\cr) lamp-post and each 
brick of the houses ? Moreover, the utter lone- 
liness and silence, in a scene that originally grew' 
out of noise and bustle, must needs impress a 
feeling of desolation even upon Adam and live, 
unsuspicious as they arc of the recent extinction 
of human existence In a forest, solitude would 
be life , in a cit) , it is death 

The new' live looks round with a sensation 
of doubt and distrust, such as a city dame, the 
daughter of numberless generations of citizens, 
might expcncnce if suddenly transported to the 
garden of Eden At length her downcast eye 
discovers a small tuft of grass, just beginning 
to sprout among the stones of the pavement , 
she eagerly grasps it, and is sensible that this 
little herb aw'akens some response w'lthm her 
heart Nature finds nothing else to oflfer her 
Adam, after staring up and dow'n the street 
without detecting a single object that his com- 
prehension can lay hold of, finally turns his fore- 
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head to the sky There, indeed, is something 
which the soul within him recognizes 

“ Look up yonder, mine own Eve,” he cries , 
“ surely we ought to dwell among those goid- 
tinged clouds or m the blue depths beyond 
them I know not how nor when, but evi- 
dently we have strayed away from our home , 
for I see nothing hereabouts that seems to be- 
long to us ” 

“ Can we not ascend thither ^ ” inquires Eve 
“ Why not ? ” answers Adam hopefully 
“ But no , something drags us down in spite 
of our best efforts Perchance we may find a 
path hereafter ” 

In the energy of new life it appears no such 
impracticable feat to climb into the sky But 
they have already received a woeful lesson, 
which may finally go far towards reducing them 
to the level of the departed race, when they 
acknowledge the necessity of keeping the beaten 
track of earth They now set forth on a ramble 
through the city, m the hope of making their 
escape from this uncongenial sphere Already 
m the fresh elasticity of their spints they have 
found the idea of weanness We ivill watch 
them as they enter some of the shops and pub- 
lic or pnvate edifices , for every door, whether 
of alderman or beggar, church or hall of state, 
has been flung wide open by the same agency 
that swept away the inmates 
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“But, Adam, It is verv strange "What can 
these things mean ^ Surely I ought to know , 
yet they put me in a perfect maze.” 

“Poh ' my dear Eve, why trouble thy httle 
head about such nonsense ^ ” cnes Adam, in a 
fit of impatience. “ Let us go somewhere else. 
But stay ; how very beautifiil ’ My lovehest 
Eve, what a charm you have imparted to that 
robe bv merely throwing it over your shoul- 
ders ' 

For Eve, with the taste that nature moulded 
into her composition, has taken a remnant of 
exquisite silver gauze and drawn it around her 
form, with an effect that gives Adam his first 
idea of the witchery' of dress He beholds his 
spouse m a new hght and with renewed admira- 
tion , yet is hardly reconaied to anv other attire 
than her own golden locks However, emulat- 
ing Eve’s example, he makes free with a mantle 
of blue velvet, and puts it on so picturesquely 
that It might seem to have fallen from heaven 
upon his stately figure Thus garbed they go 
m search of new discoveries 

They next wander into a church, not to make 
a display of them fine clothes, but attracted b\ 
Its spire, pointing upwards to the skv, whither 
they have aheadv yearned to chmb As they 
enter the portal, a clock, which it was the last 
earthly act of the sexton to wind up, repeats the 
hour in deep reverberating tones , for Time has 
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■'Mrx’vci’ li!' foj. irr J’ni. cmv, mil, u'th (hr iron 
(ot^n.v !*n’ nnn roi h»n, t- now to 

tno I’m.iK hiioK’i 'I hr\ 1) trn, I'lit tiiulcr- 
h 'M tint Niton would im isurc tunc 
in tin '•u It Mon of thmi'-hi. -u.d nets wliich 
con- iti.'r tell litV, iml not In hour, tifttnptt- 
nc"- Thr\ jn"* up the rhurrh aisle, anti ruse 
thc^'cit"' to the ceduu: Hat! our \ti ini and 
I \e ht.c(vnr morn! tn ••omc 1 uropenn cu\ , and 
•t'-nctl into the wtius ami Mihlunita of an 
ohi ca'hcdnl, thc\ might ln\t rctogm/cd the 
purj'ovc for which the tlcep-snulni foundirs 
rened It. l-’kc the dun aufulntss of an afatent 
fo-cst, !!'■ \er\ atnio phcrc would have incited 
tlum to pranr Wuhm the snug walls of a 
mctrojiohtan cliurch there can be no such influ- 
ence 

Vet some odor of religion is still hngcnng 
here, the bequest of pious souls, who had grace 
to enjoN a foretaste of immortal life Perchance 
then breathe a propheev of a better vorid to 
their successors, who ha\c become obnoxious 
to all their own cares and calamities in the pre- 
sent one. 

“I\e, something impels me to look up- 
ward,” sa\s Adam , “ but it troubles me to sec 
this roof between us and the skj Let us go 
forth and perhaps we shall discern a Great Face 
looking down upon us " 

“ Yes , a Great Face, watli a beam of love 
9 
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bnghtemng over it like sunshine,” responds 
Eve Surely we have seen such a counte- 
nance somewhere ” 

They go out of the church and kneeling at 
Its threshold give way to the spmt’s natural 
instinct of adoration towards a beneficent Fa- 
ther But, in truth, their life thus far has been 
a continual prayer Punty and simplicity hold 
converse at evety moment with their Creator 
We now observe them entering a Court of 
Justice But what remotest conception can they 
attain of the purposes of such an edifice ^ How 
should the idea occur to them that human bre- 
thren, of like nature with themselves, and origi- 
nally included m the same law of love which 
IS their only rule of life, should ever need an 
outward enforcement of the true voice within 
their souls? And what, save a woful experi- 
ence, the dark result of many centuries, could 
teach them the sad mysteries of crime ^ O 
Judgment Seat, not bv the pure in heart wast 
thou established, nor in the simplicity of nature , 
but by hard and wnnkled men, and upon the 
accumulated heap of earthly wrong Thou art 
the very symbol of man’s perverted state 
On as fniidess an errand our wanderers next 
visit a Hall of Legislation, where Adam places 
Eve m the speaker’s chair, unconscious of the 
moral which he thus exemplifies Man’s in- 
tellect, moderated by Woman’s tenderness and 
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jnn-J ’c luh the Icri'^htion nf the 

we hi tlitii, wtu 1.1 hr tin nrnl ol llou'-c'., 

1. ..O'-, 1 1 t!)* luir rv t n of thif-c 

h it ' ' r'uMo't ot pi.ti It; ht heiinth tin ' Inii- 
«n\\ tree-, 5n uhoto lur.itun u iirst mttr- 
{Tvti '<> imot • 11,1 t»n our intne hurt 

W li.thr- fo tlK\ nc't juri : rvc tie tun 
to j>c'’j'lcv them uit)i one nfter mnthtr 
ol tlu r ihile uhieh imnhiiul jmi forth to the 
u- liJcriii" un{\cr^c, ituJ kf, urieolictl in tiuir 
ovn ilevtnution 'I lu\ enter in tJiftcc of 
Item un\ 'ttone •^tnulin^ tn*'ulite(i in the nmkt 
of eithc'N, ind plonnn oecn in the «:unihinc, 
which It InreK tullers to peiu trite through in 
iron-gnttel wiiulou*; It ii i prison 1 lie 
piler hie left hii post at the •uimmoii': of a 
stronger luthonti tlnn the iheritl k Hut the 
prieoiKp.' Did the nu'^ienger of fitc, when 
lie «:hook open ill the doors, respect the nngis- 
tnte's wirnnt iiui the judge’s sentence, and 
Iciie the innntes of the dungeons to he de- 
lis ered In due course of eirthh liw ? No, a 
new tni! his been gnnted m a higher court, 
which nns set ludge, jur\ , md prisoner at its 
bir all in i row, ind perhaps find one no less 
guiltv thin mother 'Ihejiil, like the whole 
cirth, IS now a solitude, ind has therebj lost 
something of its disnni gloom Hut here arc 
the nirrow cells, like tombs, only drearier and 
dcidher, because m these the immortil spirit 

1 1 
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was bunedwith the body Inscriptions appear 
on the walls, scribbled with a pencil or scratched 
with a rusty nail , brief words of agony, perhaps, 
or guilt’s desperate defiance to the world, or 
merely a record of a date by which the writer 
strove to keep up with the march of life There 
is not a living eye that could now decipher 
these memonals 

Nor IS It while so fresh from their Creator’s 
hand that the new denizens of earth — no, nor 
their descendants for a thousand years — could 
discover that this edifice was a hospital for the 
direst disease which could afflict their predeces- 
sors Its patients bore the outward marks of 
that leprosy with which all were more or less in- 
fected They were sick — and so were the pur- 
est of their brethren — with the plague of sin 
A deadly sickness, indeed’ Feeling its symp- 
toms within the breast, men concealed it with 
fear and shame, and were only the more cruel 
to those unfortunates whose pestiferous sores 
were flagrant to the common eye Nothing 
save a nch garment could ever hide the plague 
spot In the course of the world’s lifetime, 
every remedy was tried for its cure and extirpa- 
tion except the single one, the flower that grew 
in heaven and was sovereign for all the mis- 
eries of earth Man never had attempted to 
cure sin by Love ’ Had he but once made the 
effort, It might well have happened that there 
12 
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hiv' in •» mi » luc ncni ot the <hrk 
1- 'r hi’M iihulj Xii^ni .iitvl I‘ic jH\( 

\t irii.K 11 i«;;cn Id'th with mur jjitixe itJ- 
no.rncr, S ‘■x t)ic tl imp t>t tlift Mill tmtNeiou*; 
lic^t \tm I'kiiM' c, aitti ihu* mtothcr fillrn 

r-vt h- p-iipv-ntcil • 

Pr^iJU' trom the t'lttnorof the pn on tnto 
tlu «.picc Mithiti tt' dutw iril will, Atlim piu'-t'' 
ivsuith 1 ^^tniCiuri. of the •unpU-'t cotitnvnnct, 
\<.t ikiinthcr omriounnhli. to him It con- 
tmrch of tuo upright ]Mist‘;, •iupporting a 
tri'"'\cP’C hnm, trom ttliali dantjks a coril 
"I \t., L\c ' " crir<^ Adam, ahuddiniitx '\ith 
n inmclc'A horror " WInt rut tin*; thing Ik ' " 
“ I know not,” anwer. 1 \c, "hut Xdam, 
ni\ heart i*; 'ick ' I here ‘Jttnt'; to Ik no more. 
4v\ — no more ‘.un*;hinc ! ” 

Well might \<hm •'hutidtr and poor Tie he 
Mck at heart , for this nustcnoua object waa the 
tape of mankind’^ whole •;\stem in regard to 
the great tiifhculties which God had guen to he 
':ol\ eii — a *1% stem of fear and \ cngeance, never 
succe>sful, act folloaaed to the last Here, on 
the morning aahen the final summons came, a 
criminal — one cnminal, where none aacre guilt- 
less — had died upon the gallows Had the 
aaorld heard the footfall of its own approaching 
doom, It aaould ha\'c been no inappropriate act 
thus to close the record of its deeds by one so 
characteristic 
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The t\\o pilgnms nov hurr} from the prison 
Had they known hoy the former inhabitants of 
earth w ere shut up m artificial error and cramped 
and chained by their pi.rycrs.ons, the\ might 
haye compared the whole moral v orld to a 
pnson house, and ha\ c deemed the removal of 
the race a general ^ail deli\ ert 

Thet nc\t enter, unannounced, but they 
might have rung at the door in tain, a pm ate 
mansion, one of the stateliest in Beacon Street. 
A wnld and plainm c strain of mu'sic is qun cr- 
mg through the house, now nsing like a solemn 
organ peal, and now a\ ing into the faintest mur- 
mur, as if some spint that had felt an interest 
in the departed family were bemoaning itself 
in the solitude of hall and chamber Perhaps 
a nrgin, the purest of mortal race, has been 
left behind to perform a requiem for the w hole 
kindred of humamu Xot so These arc the 
tones of an iEohan harp, through which Na- 
ture pours the harmony that lies concealed m 
her every breath, whether of summer breeze or 
tempest Adam and Eve are lost in rapture 
unrmngled inth surpnse. The passing wand, 
that stirred the harp stnngs, has been hushed, 
before they can think of examining the splen- 
did furmeure, the gorgeous carpets, and the 
architecture of the rooms These things amuse 
their unpractised eves, but appeal to nothing 
within their hearts Even the pictures upon 
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thcwnll' sciuiK cNciti n <ki)Kr nitia':! , for 
tlttrc »’ 'ionutliinii ruiin!!\ nrtificnl uul dcccp- 
tut jn uitli which mnuis m the prinni 

';in'iphcu\ cinnot «;\mp-\thi/L '1 he tinhuldtn 
iNiinmc a row of fnmii\ jiortnuts, hut 
iri. too (lull to rtcogni/c thtnt n*; men md 
women, heneith the di';gui‘;e of i preposterou'; 
inrh, nnd with feitures md expre’^sion del)'i<?ed, 
htcnuse inherited through nges of moral and 
piuMCil de'ci\ 

Chance, howeter, presents them with pic- 
tured of human heauta, fredh from the hand of 
Nature As the\ enter a magnificent apart- 
ment thes are astonished, hut not affrighted, to 
percenc two figures ad\ancing to meet them 
Is It not awful to imagine that any life save 
their own should remain in the wide world ? 

“ Idow IS this ^ exclaims Adam "My 
beautiful Lve, are jou in two places at once? ” 

“ And }ou, Adam ’ " answers I'-vc, doubtful, 
a et delighted " Surely that noble and lovely 
form is ) ours Yet here you arc by my side 
I am content with one, — methinks there should 
not be t\%o ” 

This miracle is wrought by a tall looking- 
glass, the mystcr}’’ of w'hich they soon fathom, 
because Nature creates a mirror for the human 
face in every pool of water, and for her own 
great features m waveless lakes Pleased and 
satisfied with gazing at themselves, they now 
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discover the marble statue of a child in a cor- 
ner of the room, so exquisitely idealized that it 
IS almost worthy^ to be the prophetic likeness 
of their first born Sculpture, in its highest 
excellence, is more genuine than painting, and 
might seem to be evolved from a natural germ, 
by the same law as a leaf or flower 1 he statue 
of the child impresses the solitary' pair as if it 
were a companion , it likewise hints at secrets 
both of the past and future 

“ My husband ' ” whispers Eve ' 

“What would you sav, dearest Eve?” in- 
quires Adam 

“ I wonder if we are alone in the world,” she 
continues, with a sense of something like fear 
at the thought of other inhabitants “ This 
lovely little form ’ Did it ever breathe ? Or 
IS It only the shadow of something real, like 
our pictures m the mirror ? ” 

“ It IS strange ' ” replies Adam, pressing his 
hand to his brow “ There are my stenes all 
around us An idea flits continually before me 
— would that I could seize it ' Eve, Eve, are 
we treading in the footsteps of beings that bore 
a likeness to ourselves ? If so, w'hither are they' 
gone ? — and why is this their world so unfit 
for our dwelling place ? ” 

“ Our great Father only knows,” answers 
Eve “But something tells me that we shall 
not always be alone And how sweet if other 
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THE NEW ADAM AND EVE 

beings were to visit us m the shape of this fair 
image * ” 

Then they wander through the house, and 
everywhere find tokens of human life, which 
now, with the idea recently suggested, excite a 
deeper cunosity in their bosoms Woman has 
here left traces of her delicacy and refinement, i 
and of her gentle labors Eve ransacks a work- 
basket and instinctively thrusts the rosy tip of 
her finger into a thimble She takes up a piece 
of embroidery, glowing with mimic flowers, in 
one of which a fair damsel of the departed race 
has left her needle Pity that the Day of Doom 
should have anticipated the completion of such 
a useful task ' Eve feels almost conscious of 
the skill to finish it A pianoforte has been left 
open She flings her hand carelessly over the 
keys, and stakes out a sudden melody, no less 
natural than the strains of the iEohan harp, but 
joyous with the dance of her yet unburdened 
life Passing through a dark entry they find a 
broom behind the door , and Eve, who com- 
prises the whole nature of womanhood, has a 
dim idea that it is an instrument proper for her 
hand In another apartment they behold a 
canopied bed, and all the appliances of luxun- 
ous repose A heap of forest leaves would be 
more to the purpose They enter the nursery, 
and are perplexed with the sight of little gowns 
and caps, tiny shoes, and a cradle, amid the 
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drapen' of v hich is still to he seen the impress 
of a baby’s form Adam slighth notices these 
trifles ; but E\ e becomes involved in a fit of 
mute reflection from which it is hardly possible 
to rouse her 

By a most unlucky arrangement there wss 
to have been a grand dinner parrt in this man- 
sion on the vert dav when the whole human 
family, including the invited guests, were sum- 
moned to the unknown regions of illimitable 
space At the moment of fate, the table was 
actualU spread, and the company on the point 
of sitting down Adam and Etc come unbid- 
den to the banquet , it has now been some time 
cold, but otherwise furnishes them with highh 
fa\ orable specimens of the gastronomv of their 
predecessors But it is difficult to imagine the 
perplexits^ of the unpeiwerted couple, in en- 
deavoring to find proper food for their first 
meal, at a table where the cultivated appetites 
of a fashionable partv were to have been grat- 
ified. Will Nature teach them the myster\' of 
a plate of turtle soup? Will she embolden 
them to attack a haunch of venison ? she 

initiate them into the merits of a Parisian paste, 
imported by the last steamer that ever crossed 
the Atlantic ? WiU she not, rather, bid them 
turn with disgust from fish, fowl, and flesh, 
which, to their pure nostnls, steam with a loath- 
some odor of death and corruption ? — Food ? 
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'1 I'r h'li ('I I tn cvJMt mi’, nothing which they 
rtto ’ll, c luh 

hora’tiUii\, lun\t\tr, tlic cimiirt i<: rcid\ 
iign’i n til ighlninng t ihk \(! itn, whose njipt,- 
tut nini Ttimnl instincts nre quicker tinn those 
ol I \ i, liiseoMCs this fitting Inmiuet 

“ I liti, tlcirest 1 ve,” he cxehiins, “ here is 
food 

‘‘Well,’* Tiiswcrctl she, with the germ of 
1 housewife stirring within her, "wc ln\c been 
so lnis\ to vh\, tint n pickcii-np dinner must 
sen c " 

bti I \ e comes to tlic tihle nnd receives a 
red-cheeked npple from he'r luisinnd’s Innd m 
requitn! of lier predecessor’s fntnl gift to our 
common gnndfither She eits it without sin, 
md, let us hope, V itli no disistrous consequences 
to her future jirogein Thc\ make a plenti- 
ful, \et temperate, meal of fruit, which, though 
not gathered m paradise, is legitimately derived 
from the seeds that were planted there Their 
pnmal appetite is satisfied 

“ W’hat shall we drink, Jt,ve^” inquires 
Adam 

La e peeps among some bottles and deeanters, 
which, as they contain fluids, she naturally con- 
ceives must be proper to quench thirst But 
never before did claret, hock, and madeira, of 
nch and rare perfume, excite such disgust as 
now’ 
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“ Pah ' ” she exclaims, after smelling at various 
wines “What stuff IS here? The beings v ho 
have gone before us could not have possessed 
the same nature that we do for neither their 
hunger nor thirst were hke our own ” 

“ Pray hand me yonder bottle,” says Adam 
If It be drinkable by any manner of mortal, 
I must moisten mv throat with it.” 

After some remonstrances she takes up a 
champagne bottle, but is frightened by the 
sudden explosion of the cork, and drops it 
upon the floor There the untasted hquor 
effervesces Had they quaffed it they vrould 
have expenenced that bnef delmum whereby, 
whether exated by moral or physical causes, 
man sought to recompense himself for the 
calm, lifelong joys which he had lost by his 
revolt from Nature. At length, m a refngera- 
tor. Eve finds a glass pitcher of water, pure, 
cold, and bright as ever gushed from a fountain 
among the hills Both dnnk , and such refresh- 
ment does it bestow, that they question one 
another if this preaous hquid be not identical 
with the stream of life witfon them 

“ And now,” observes Adam, “ we must 
again try to discover what sort of a world this 
is, and why we have been sent hither ” 

“Why? to love one another,” cries Eve 
“Is not that employment enough? ” 

“Truly IS It,” answers Adam, kissing her, 
20 
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“hut't.ll — I kmn\ noi — sdiiuthiug fell, u* 
;iir i is hlu) tti In tiniir Pirlnp (nir nllottcfl 
ti 5 is lUA tnlitr {Inn to climi' into the sf\, 
wli.slv i'- sn much more I'ciuriful tinn tnrth ” 

“ I lu!i uouUl vt were there tiow," tnunmirs 
1 \e, “tint no tTsk or tints might come he- 
tween us ' ’ 

I he\ kisc the ho'-pinhie nnnsion, and \\e 
ne\: see them pasMfig dowti State Street I he 
chick, on the old State House jioints to lugh 
noon, svhen tlie i \change should he in its 
glors and present the lisehcsr emlilem of what 
vas the sole Inisiness of life, as regarded a mul- 
titude of the foregone worldlings It is over 
now The Sablnth of eternitt has shed its 
stillness along the street i\ot even a news- 
ho% assails the two sohtara passers-ln with an 
e\tra penn\ paper from the office of the T imes 
or Mail, containing a full account of acstcr- 
da\ ’s terrible catastrophe Of all the dull times 
that merchants and speculators have known, 
this IS the aen worst, for, so far as the) were 
concerned, creation itself has taken the bene- 
fit of the banknipr act \fter all, it is a pita 
Those niichta capitalists who had just attained 
the wished-for wealth ' 1 hose shrewd men of 


traffic who J>atjdeaored so mana a'cars to the 
most inlricitF^S^arti final of sciences, and had 
barcla mastCTed l^y v hen the universal bank- 
rupt(:y?aaas announced ba' peal of trumpet' 
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Can they have been so incautious as to provide 
no currency of the country whither they have 
gone, nor any bills of exchange, or letters of 
credit from the needy on earth to the cash 
keepers of heaven ? 

Adam and Eve enter a bank Start not, ye 
whose funds are treasured there' You w'lll 
never need them now Call not for the police 
The stones of the street and the com of the 
vaults are of equal value to this simple pair 
Strange sight ' They take up the bnght gold 
in handfuls and throw it sportively into the 
air for the sake of seeing the glittenng w orth- 
lessness descend again in a shower They 
know not that each of those small yellow circles 
was once a magic spell, potent to sway men's 
hearts and mystify their moral sense Here 
let them pause m the investigation of the past 
They have discovered the mainspnng, the life, 
the very essence of the system that had wrought 
Itself into the vitals of mankind, and choked 
their original nature in its deadly gnpe Yet 
how powerless over these young inhentors of 
earth’s hoarded wealth' And here, too, are 
huge packages of banknotes, those talismamc 
slips of paper which once had the efficacy to 
build up enchanted palaces like exhalations, and 
work all kinds of perilous wonders, yet were 
themselves but the ghosts of money, the shadows 
of a shade How like is this vault to a magi- 
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Clan’s Give when the all-powerfiil wand is broken, 
and the visionary splendor vanished, and the 
floor strewn vath fragments of shattered spells, 
and lifeless shapes, once animated by demons ' 
“ Everywhere, my dear Eve,” observes Adam, 
“ we find heaps of rubbish of one kind or an- 
other Somebody, I am convinced, has taken 
pains to collect them, but for what purpose? 
Perhaps, hereafter, we shall be moved to do the 
like Can that be our business in the world ? ” 
“ 0, no, no, Adam ' ” answers Eve “It 
would be better to sit down quietly and look 
upward to the sky ” 

They leave the bank, and in good time , for 
had they tarried later they would probably have 
encountered some gouty old goblin of a capi- 
talist, whose soul could not long be anywhere 
save in the vault with his treasure 

Next they drop into a jeweller’s shop They 
are pleased with the glow of gems , and Adam 
twines a stnng of beautiful pearls around the 
head of Eve, and fastens his own mantle with 
a magnificent diamond brooch Eve thanks 
him, and views herself with delight in the nearest 
looking-glass Shortly afterward, observing a 
bouquet of roses and other brilliant flowers in 
a vase of water, she flings away the inestimable 
pearls, and adorns herself with these lovelier 
gems of nature They charm her with senti- 
ment as well as beauty 
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“ Surely they are hving beings,” she remarks 
to Adam 

“ I think so,” replies Adam, “ and they 
seem to be as little at home in the world as 
ourselves ” 

We must not attempt to follow every footstep 
of these investigators whom their Creator has 
commissioned to pass unconscious judgment 
upon the works and ways of the vanished race 
By this time, being endowed with quick and 
accurate perceptions, they begin to understand 
the purpose of the many things around them 
They conjecture, for instance, that the edifices 
of the aty were erected, not by the immedi- 
ate hand that made the world, but by beings 
somewhat similar to themselves, for shelter 
and convenience But how ivill they explain 
the magnificence of one habitation as compared 
with the squalid misery of another? Through 
what medium can the idea of servitude enter 
their minds ? When will they comprehend the 
great and miserable fact — the evidences of 
which appeal to their senses everywhere — that 
one portion of earth’s lost inhabitants was roll- 
ing in luxury while the multitude was toiling 
for scanty food? A wretched change, indeed, 
must be wrought in their own hearts ere they 
can conceive the primal decree of Love to have 
been so completely abrogated, that a brother 
should ever want what his brother had When 
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t’ ( * •"'i I c^cr ’Ji-sU }n\r •'o fir, 

} -' ' ' ’T' j''ov\ vi!!ln\t ht'lc tci'rm t<j 
» c h itui «i!ir 

1 !u r V nir In\c ’un\ I'rinis’lu them 
; o '’m ’ll’,.'!' oJ ’hr t’'\ 1 f)r\ stnml o'l 

1 t'"-'' \ of 1 h.ll at the fdot o! i i^nnut 

o'' ! <-' whii-'i j'o n^-- It*- frit fim^rr ujnvird'-, 
'fthr lumuM (iiuh Iril norcui.ln a M'-ililt 
•■v il'ol o! n ::c lo’.'i tiUioniift, to otkr •^omt 
h L’h '■irrilier of f Ii-'nl *.'M\ mg o- Mipgiintion 
1 'ic •^o’nr.n he ght oi the tnonuiiuiu, it'' ckip 
•- ’ .p! Li.\, Tul the nh dice of Tin Milg'ir iiui 
pre icnl me, nil ^.rcngtheti its tirret upon \(lnm 
n'ui I \t, ntui lcn\e them in mtt.rp’-et it h\ n 
purer sentiment tinn the Imilcler. thought of 

tNprcssmiT 

“ In t, It !■; n Msihlc pne tr," ohsen td \dnm 
“ \nd we will pnv too,” she replies 
l.ct us pirdon these poor children of neither 
father nor mother for so nhsurdh misnl mg the 
purport of the memoml which nnn founded 
and woman finished on far-famed Bunker Hill 
The idua of war is not natne to their souls 
Vor ha\ c the\ s\ mpathies for the hn\ e defend- 
ers of hherta , since oppression is one of their 
unconjcctured m\ stencs Could the) guess that 
the creen sward on which thee stand so pcace- 
fulK was once strewn with human corpses and 
purple with their blood, it would cquall) ama7e 
them that one generation of men should perpe- 
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trate such carnage, and that a subsequent gen- 
eration should tnumphantiv commemorate it. 

ith a sense of deii^ht the\ now stroll across 
green fields and along the margin of a quiet 
nver Not to track them too closeh , we nevt 
find the v.anderers entenng a Gothic edifice 
of grav stone v here the bvgone world has left 
whatever it deemed v,orth\ of record, in the 
nch Ubrax}' of Harvard Unnersiti* 

No student eier vet enjoied such solitude 
and silence as now broods within its deep al- 
coves Little do the present visitors under- 
stand what opportunities are thrown awa\ upon 
them Yet Adam looks anxiously at the long 
rov.s of volumes, those stoned heights of human 
lore, ascending one above another from fioor to 
ceding He takes up a bulkv folio It opens 
in his hands as if spontaneously to impart the 
spint of Its author to the vet unworn and un- 
tainted intellect of the fresh-created mortal He 
stands ponng over the regular columns of mys- 
tic characters, seemingly in studious mood; for 
the unintelligible thought upon the pase has a 
mvseenous relation to his mmd, and makes it- 
self felt as if it were a burden flung upon him. 
He IS even painfullv perplexed, and grasps 
vainly at he knows not what. O Adam, it is 
too soon, too soon bv at least five thousand 
years, to pot on spectacles and bury yourself 
m the alcoves of a library > 
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“ What can this be •* ” he murmurs at last 
“ Eve, methinks nothing is so desirable as to 
find out the myster}'' of this big and heavy object 
with Its thousand thin divisions See ' it stares 
me m the face as if it were about to speak ' ” 
Eve, by a feminine instinct, is dipping into 
a volume of fashionable poetr}--, the production 
certainly of the most fortunate of earthly bards, 
since his lay continues in vogue when all the 
great masters of the lyre have passed into obliv- 
ion But let not his ghost be too exultant ' 
The world’s one lady tosses the book upon the 
floor and laughs merrily at her husband’s ab- 
stracted mien 

“ My dear Adam,” cries she, “ you look pen- 
sive and dismal Do fling down that stupid 
thing, for even if it should speak it would not 
be worth attending to Let us talk with one 
another, and with the sky, and the green earth, 
and Its trees and flowers They will teach us 
better knowledge than we can find here ” 

“ Well, Eve, perhaps you are nght,” replies 
Adam, with a sort of sigh “ Still I cannot 
help thinking that the interpretation of the rid- 
dles amid which we have been wandenng all 
day long might here be discovered ” 

“ It may be better not to seek the interpre- 
tation,” persists Eve “ For my part, the air of 
this place does not suit me If you love me, 
come away ' ” 
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She prevails, and rescues him from the mys- 
tenous penis of the library Happy influence 
of woman ' Had he lingered there long enough 
to obtain a clue to its treasures — as was not 
impossible, his intellect being of human struc- 
ture, indeed, but with an untransmittcd vigor 
and acuteness, — had he then and there become 
a student, the annalist of our poor world would 
soon have recorded the dowmfall of a second 
Adam The fatal apple of another Tree of 
Knowledge would have been eaten All the 
perversions, and sophistnes, and false wisdom 
so aptly mimicking the true — all the narrow 
truth, so partial that it becomes more deceptive 
than falsehood — all the wrong principles and 
worse practice, the pernicious examples and mis- 
taken rules of life — all the specious theories 
which turn earth into cloudland and men into 
shadows — all the sad experience which it took 
mankind so many ages to accumulate, and from 
which they never drew a moral for their future 
guidance, — the whole heap of this disastrous 
lore would have tumbled at once upon Adam’s 
head There would have been nothing left for 
him but to take up the already abortive exper- 
iment of life where we had dropped it, and toil 
onward wnth it a little further 

But, blessed in his ignorance, he may still en- 
joy a new world in our worn-out one Should 
he fall short of good, even as far as we did, he 
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ln<: nt h isi llu Ircciionj — no worth le*-'; out — 
to imkt Lrrop l<'r hinistlf \tui his litennirc, 
w’lcn the JTCJ ’u vs (if cinturiis shnll creile it, 
will he no jnftri.nruhh npi-ittcl echo of our 
own po in niul rcproilurtion ol the nmges tint 
were inouUlcd h\ ourgrcit fithcrs of song nnd 
fiction, hut 1 nuloih never \et lieard on eirth, 
ni.d intcllccanl form'’ unhrenthed upon In our 
conceptions I heretore let the dust of ages 
gather upon the aoluiues of the lihmn, and in 
due sea'^nn the roof of the edifice emmhie dov n 
upon tile whole When the second Adam's 
descendants shall ha\e collected as much ruh- 
hish of their own, it will he time enough to dig 
into our rums and compare the literar)' adaance- 
ment of two independent races 

But wc arc looking fonaard too far It seems 
to he the a icc of those who have a long past be- 
hind them We will return to the new' Adam 
and Lac, aaho, baaing no reminiscences saac 
dim and fleeting a isions of a preexistcncc, arc 
content to liac and be happj in the present 
The daa is near its close, avhen these pil- 
gnms, aa ho dena c their being from no dead pro- 
genitors, reach the ccmctcn of Mount Auburn 
With light hearts — for earth and sky noaa' glad- 
den each other aaith beauty — they tread along 
the avinding paths, among marble pillars, mimic 
temples, urns, obelisks, and sarcophagi, some- 
times pausing to contemplate these fantasies of 
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human growth, and sometimes to admire the 
flowers wherewith N aturc converts decay to love- 
liness Can death, in the midst of his old tn- 
umphs, make them sensible that they have taken 
up the heav}’- burden of mortaht) which a whole 
species had thrown down^ Dust kindred to 
their own has never lain in the grave Will 
they then recognwe, and so soon, that Time 
and the elements have an indefeasible claim 
upon their bodies ^ Not improbably they may 
There must have been shadows enough, even 
amid the pnmal sunshine of their existence, to 
suggest the thought of the soul's incongruity 
with Its arcumstances They have already 
learned that something is to be thrown aside 
The idea of Death is in them, or not far off 
But, were they to choose a symbol for him, it 
would be the butterfly soaring upward, or the 
bnght angel beckoning them aloft, or the child 
asleep, with soft dreams visible through her 
transparent punty 

Such a Child, in whitest marble, they have 
found among the monuments of Mount Au- 
burn 

“ Sweetest Eve,” observes Adam, while hand 
in hand they contemplate this beautiful object, 
“ yonder sun has left us, and the whole world 
is fading from our sight Let us sleep as this 
lovely little figure is sleeping Our Father 
only knows whether what outward things we 
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ln\r to tii\ nrc to be •imtchrci from 

w torc\cr Hut ‘'iiouKl our nrthh lifuhclcnv- 
nu’ u^ \'ith the licpirtmii light, \\c ntcH not 
itouh: tint nnotlur morn will fiiui us ‘omtwhtrc 
hrncsth the '^mik of (lod 1 feel tint he lias 
mipsrtcd the boon of cvisteiice ne\tr to he re- 
eumcvl " 

“ \nd no imtterwherc wctMst,” replies L\c, 
“ for we shall alwaes he together " 
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EGOTISM ; OR, THE BOSOM 
SERPENT 


[from the unpublished “ ALLEGORIES OF THE 
HEART ”] 

The phyaol feet, to which it is here aremp'cd to give a 
moral sgmfication, has been known to occur in more than one 
instance [In his Note-Book Hawthorne records “a snake 
taken into a man’s stomach and noun'hcd there from fifteen 
s ears to thirty -five, tormenong him most horribb A tvpc of 
envy or some other evil passion,” and agam m 184a he makes 
a similar entry “ A man to swallow a small snake, — and it 
to be a symbol of a cherished sin ’ 

H ere he comes ' ” shouted the bovs 
along the street. “ Here comes the 
man with a snake m his bosom ' ” 

This outcry, saluting Herkimer’s ears as he 
was about to enter the iron gate of the Elliston 
mansion, made him pause. It was not without 
a shudder that he found himself on the point of 
meetmg his former acquaintance, whom he had 
known in the glory of youth, and whom now, 
after an interval of five years, he was to find the 
victim either of a diseased fancy or a homble 
physical misfortune, 

“ A snake in his bosom ’ ” repeated the young 
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sculptor to himself “It must be he No 
second man on earth has such a bosom friend 
And now, my poor Rosina, Heaven grant me 
wisdom to discharge my errand anght > Wo- 
man’s faith must be strong indeed since thine 
has not yet failed ” 

Thus musing, he took his stand at the en- 
trance of the gate and waited until the personage 
so singularly announced should make his ap- 
pearance After an instant or two he beheld 
the figure of a lean man, of unwholesome look, 
wth ghttenng eyes and long black hair, who 
seemed to imitate the motion of a snake , for, 
instead of walking straight fonvard with open 
front, he undulated along the pavement in a 
curved Ifne It may be too fanciful to say that 
something, either in his moral or material as- 
pect, suggested the idea that a miracle had been 
wrought by transforming a serpent into a man, 
but so imperfecdy that the snaky nature was yet 
hidden, and scarcely hidden, under the mere out- 
ward guise of humanity Herkimer remarked 
that his complexion had a greenish tinge over its 
sickly white, reminding him of a species of mar- 
ble out of which he had once wrought a head of 
Envy, with her snaky locks 

The wretched being approached the gate, but, 
instead of entenng, stopped short and fixed the 
glitter of his eye full upon the compassionate 
yet steady countenance of the sculptor 
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** (), 't i<; n nart notliinr ’ \ vtnl.c ' A 

' I he loinmotu*.! thintr in ila, woikl 
\ 'inlt III the hosoin — tint ’s all,” answered 
Riidtnch I Ihston “ Hut how r vour own 
hre t*^t ' ” continued he, looking the sculptor in 
the t\c with the moet acute uui penetrating 
gluict tint It Ind i\er lueii lus fortune to en- 
counter ” All pure and wholesome ' No rep- 
tile there'' H\ nn faith am! conscience, and 
In the devil within me, here is a wonder' A 
man without a serpent in Ills hosom ' ” 

” He calm, 1 lliston,” whispered (Jeorge Her- 
kimer, laving lus hand upon the shoulder of the 
siiake-posscsseel have crossed the ocean 

to meet vou Listen' Let us he private I 
bring a message from Rosina — from vour 
wife''” 

“It gnaws me' It gnaws me'” muttered 
Roderick 

With this csclanntion, the most frequent in 
his mouth, the unfortunate man clutched both 
hands upon lus breast as if an intolerable sting 
or torture impelled him to rend it open and let 
out the hv’ing mischief, cv'cn should it be inter- 
twined with his own life He then freed him- 
self from Herkimer’s grasp by a subtle motion, 
and, gliding through the gate, took refuge m 
his antiquated family residence The sculptor 
did not pursue him He saw that no available 
intercourse could be expected at such a moment, 
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and was desirous, before another meeting, to in- 
quire closely into the nature of Roderick’s dis- 
ease and the circumstances that had reduced 
him to so lamentable a condition He suc- 
ceeded in obtaining the necessary information 
from an eminent medical gentleman 

Shortly after Elliston’s separation from his 
wfe — now nearly four years ago — his asso- 
ciates had obsen’^ed a singular gloom spreading 
over his daily life, like those chill, gray mists 
that sometimes steal away the sunshine from 
a summer’s morning The symptoms caused 
them endless perplexity They knew not 
whether ill health were robbing his spints of 
elasticity, or whether a canker of the mind w'as 
gradually eating, as such cankers do, from his 
moral system into the physical frame, which is 
but the shadow of the former They looked 
for the root of this trouble in his shattered 
schemes of domestic bliss, — wilfully shattered 
by himself, — but could not be satisfied of its 
existence there Some thought that their once 
bnlhant fnend was in an incipient stage of in- 
sanity, of which his passionate impulses had 
perhaps been the forerunners, others prognos- 
ticated a general blight and gradual decline 
From Rodenck’s own bps they could learn 
nothing More than once, it is true, he had 
been heard to say, clutchmg his hands con- 
vulsively upon his breast, — “ It gnaws me ' 
3b 
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It gnws me ' ” — hut, In difTcrcnt auditors, a 
great di\ersit\ of cvplanation was assigned to 
this ominous expression What could it be 
that gnawed the breast of Roderick JilJiston 
Was It sorrow ? Was it mcrelv the tooth of 
phasical disease? Or, m his reckless course, 
often verging upon profligaca, if not plunging 
into Its depths, had he been guiltv of some deed 
which made his bosom a prey to the deadlier 
fangs of remorse ? There w’as plausiblc-ground 
for each of these conjectures , but it must not 
be concealed that more than one elderly gen- 
tleman, the victim of good cheer and slothful 
habits, magistcnallv pronounced the secret of 
the whole matter to be Dyspepsia ' 

Meanwhile, Rodcnck seemed aware how gen- 
erally he had become the subject of cunosity 
and conjecture, and, with a morbid repugnance 
to such notice, or to any notice whatsoever, es- 
tranged himself from all companionship Not 
merely the eye of man was a horror to him , 
not merely the light of a fnend’s countenance , 
but even the blessed sunshine, likewise, which 
in Its universal beneficence typifies the radiance 
of the Creator’s face, expressing his love for all 
the creatures of his^hand The dusky tivihght 
was now too transparent for Rodenck Elliston , 
the blackest midnight was his chosen hour to 
steal abroad , and if ever he were seen, it was 
when the watchman’s lantern gleamed upon his 

37 



MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE 

figure, gliding ulong the *;tre(.t, with hi'; innds 
clutched upon his bosom, still muttering, It 
gnius me ’ It gnnus me Wlnt could it be 
thit gnawed him ' 

After a time, it became known tint Itlliston 
was m the habit of resorting to all the noted 
quacks that infested the cit\, or whom monc) 
would tempt to journct thither from a dis- 
tance Bj one of these persons, m the cwiltation 
of a supposed cure, it was proclaimed far and 
wide, b) dint of handbills and little pamphlets 
on dingt paper, that a distinguished gentleman, 
Rodenck Llhston, hsq , had been rehe\ ed of a 
Snake in his stomach ’ So here was the mon- 
strous secret, ejected from its lurkiiig-placc into 
public view, m all its hornblc dcformitj 1 he 
mester) was out, but not so the bosom ser- 
pent. He, if It were an\ thing but a delusion, 
still lav coiled in his In mg den The cmpinc’s 
cure had been a sham, the effect, it was sup- 
posed, of some stupcfnng drug which more 
nearly caused the death of the patient than of 
the odious reptile that possessed him When 
Rodenck Eiliston regained entire sensibilitt , it 
was to find his misfortune the town talk — the 
more than nine days’ wonder and horror — 
while, at his bosom, he felt the sickening mo- 
tion of a thing alive, and the gnawing of that 
restless fang w hich seemed to gratifv at once a 
physical appetite and a fiendish spite 
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He 1 ' 1 lo, r i {hr i>*(i Mul ’ rn Ttlt, V ho 
; I 1 1 !< J i*|> 1 h,* t rlu t hnu i , tiu! \i i* 

> \ *r 'U 1 I .T 1 \ l..ir Ivniil.tJ h\ ill ht 

t' !r 

’ J' o ’ “ )ir h-,Mn Tiul t!i« II pm cii.uuh 
1 ■--•I. 'i)!»5rw’ t»\ rr h hrirt “ W In; i!o pui- 
p ^ i\ tll I .c, '' p o ' ' 

“ r ' I \ poor nn' ter ' ;!nt % ou h u] -x •^cr- 
p-' ; )’i \(ni- hi o 1, insucrcii the 'cnTiu 
\\ ;h he on 

'* \m 1 \v!nt Roiic nc) , v itli a 

e*m.l\ Icol T the i.n 1 

“ \n;h no rht, den nnstcr, replied ^np o, 
" o:d\ ;!n' the noe or in\c \mi a jiouiiir, mul 
tint tlu <^'111 c Icip'-d out upon tlu lloor 

“\o, no' ' nuittirtd Kodirul- to Immtir, 
t; Ik < horil hn lu id, mui jmssevi Ins hands 
wuh a more conniUnt force ujum his hrexst, 
** 1 feel iiiin '.till It [rnaus me ' It pnaus me ' ” 
hrom this time the miserahle suJkrer ceased 
to shun the uorld, hut rather solicited and 
forced himself upon the notice of acquaintances 
and strangers It was parth the result of des- 
peration on finding that the casern of his own 
bosom had not prosed deep and dark enough 
to hide the secret, cacn while it was so secure a 
fortress for the loathsome fiend that had crept 
into It But still more, this craving for notori- 
ety was a symptom of the intense morbidness 
which now pcn'adcd his nature All persons 
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chronically diseased are egotists, whether the 
disease be of the mind or body , whether it be 
sin, sorrow, or merely the more tolerable calam- 
ity of some endless pain, or mischief among the 
cords of mortal life Such individuals are made 
acutely consaous of a self, by the torture in 
which It dwells Self, therefore, grows to be 
so prominent an object with them that they 
cannot but present it to the face of ever}" casual 
passer-by There is a pleasure — perhaps the 
greatest of which the sufferer is susceptible — 
m displaying the wasted or ulcerated limb, or 
the cancer in the breast , and the fouler the 
crime, with so much the more difficulty does 
the perpetrator prevent it from thrusting up 
Its snake-like head to frighten the world , for it 
IS that cancer, or that cnme, which constitutes 
their respective individuality Roderick Ellis- 
ton, who, a htde while before, had held him- 
self so scornfully above the common lot of 
men, now paid full allegiance to this humiliat- 
ing law The snake m his bosom seemed the 
symbol of a monstrous egotism to which evety- 
thing was referred, and which he pampered, 
mght and day, with a continual and exclusive 
sacnfice of devil worship 

He soon exhibited what most people consid- 
ered indubitable tokens of insanity In some 
of his moods, strange to say, he pnded and 
gloned himself on being marked out from the 
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“ How IS the snake to-da^ ? ” he inquired, 
with a mock expression of sympathy 

“ The snake ' ” exclaimed the brother hater, 
“ what do YOU mean ^ ” 

“The snake' The snake' Does he gnaw 
you?” persisted Rodenck “Did you take 
counsel with him this morning, when you 
should have been saying your prayers ? Did 
he sting, when you thought of your brother’s 
health, wealth, and good repute ? Did he ca- 
per for joy, when you remembered the profli- 
gacy of his only son? And whether he stung, 
or whether he frolicked, did you feel his poison 
throughout your body and soul, converting 
everything to sourness and bitterness? That 
is the way of such serpents I have learned 
the whole nature of them from my own ' ” 

“ Where is the pohce ? ” roared the object of 
Roderick’s persecution, at the same time giving 
an instinctive clutch to his breast. “ Why is 
this lunatic allowed to go at large ? ” 

“ Ha, ha ' ” chuckled Rodenck, releasing his 
grasp of the man “ His bosom serpent has 
stung him, then ? ” 

Often It pleased the unfortunate young man 
to vex people with a lighter satire, yet still char- 
actenzed by somewhat of snake-like \nrulence 
One day he encountered an ambitious states- 
man, and gravely inquired after the welfare of 
his boa constrictor , for of that speaes Rodenck 
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nflirnud tilt'- gtntlcnnn'*; itrpcnt ijiu'it need'; 
Re, ‘ttnce Its nppctitL uis cnorniou'; enough to 
devour the whole countrv ntid con'ilitutjon 
At Tiiother tune, he ‘^topped ^ close-fisted old 
fellow, ofgreit wenlth, hut who skulked about 
the citv in the guise of a scarecrow, — with a 
pitehed blue surtout, brown hat, and mouldy 
boots, scraping pence together, and picking up 
nisn nails Pretending to look earncstlv at 
this respectable person's stomach, Roderick as- 
sured him that Ills snake was a copper-head, 
and had been generated bv the immense quan- 
titaes of that base metal, with which he daily 
defiled his fingers Again, he assaulted a man 
of rubicund v isage, and told him that few bo- 
som serpents had more of the dcv'il in them 
than those that breed in the vats of a distiller)' 
The nc\t whom Roderick honored with his 
attention vvas a distinguished c!crg)'man, who 
happened just then to be engaged in a theolo- 
gical controversy, where human wrath w'as more 
perceptible than divane inspiration 

“You hav'e sw'allowcd a snake m a cup of 
sacramental wine,” quoth he 

“Profane wretch’” exclaimed the divine, 
but, nevertheless, his hand stole to his breast 
He met a person of sickly sensibility, w'ho, 
on some earl)' disappointment, had retired from 
the world, and thereafter held no intercourse 
w'lth his fellow men, but brooded sullenly or 
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pass’omtelv over the irrc% ocrhle pvst. Th!<: 
man’s ^tr^ heart, if RodtncL m.ght be bc- 
]ie\ed, had been changed into a cerptnt, vhich 
vould finallr torment both him and rself to 
death Ohscnnng a manned couple, vhosc do- 
mestic troubles wcia: matter of notonctr, he 
condoled vath both on having mutualir taken 
a house adder to their bosoms To an env mus 
author, vrho depreoated v'-o'ks which he could 
never equal, he said that his snake was the shm- 
lest and filthiest of all the reptile mbc, but was 
fortunateh without a stinc A man of impure 
life ana a brazen face, asking Rodenck if there 
were anv serpent in h’s breast, he told him that 
there was, and of the same speacs that once 
tortured Don Rodngo, the Goth. He took a 
fair voung girl b\ the hand, and gazing sadh 
into her eves, warned her that she chenshed a 
serpent of the deadliest kind within her gentle 
breast , and the world found the truth of those 
ominous words, when, a few months afterwards, 
the poor girl died of lov’e and shame Two 
ladies, rivals in fashionable life, who tormented 
one another with a thousand little stmss of 
womanish spite, were given to understand that 
each of their hearts was a nest of diminutive 
snakes, which did quite as much mischief as 
one great one. 

But nothing seemed to please Rodenck bet- 
ter than to lav hold of a person infected with 
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jcil(nis\ , — which he re pre sen ted ns nn cnor- 
niou*? green reptile, with in ice-cold lencth of 
hod\, nnd the •^Inrpest sting of.iin snake save 
one 

“ And w Int one is that ^ ” asked a In standcr, 
oeerheanng him 

It was a dtrk-hrowed man who put the ques- 
tion , he had an e\ asn e e^ e, w Inch in the course 
of a dozen tears had looked no mortal directly 
in the face There was an ambiguity about 
this person's character, — a stain upon his repu- 
tation, — \et none could tell precisely of what 
nature, although the cit\ gossips, male and fe- 
male, whispered the most atrocious surmises 
Until a recent period he had followed the sea, 
and was, in fact, the ven' shipmaster whom 
George Herkimer had encountered, under such 
singular circumstances, in the Grecian Archi- 
pelago 

“ What bosom serpent has the sharpest 
sting ? ” repeated this man , but he put the 
question as if bv a reluctant neccssits', and grew 
pale while he w'as uttering it 

“ Why need you ask ^ ” replied Roderick, 
W'lth a look of dark intelligence “ Look into 
your own breast Hark' my serpent bestirs 
himself He acknowledges the presence of a 
master fiend < ” 

And then, as the bystanders afterwards af- 
firmed, a hissing sound was heard, apparently 
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m Rodenck Elhston’s breast It v as said, too, 
that an answenng hiss came from the vinls of 
the shipmaster, as if a snake were actuallj lurk- 
ing there and had been aroused by the call of 
Its brother reptile. If there wen. m fact any 
such sound, it might have been caused In a 
maliaous excrase of \entriloquism on the part 
of Rodenck 

Thus making his own actual serpent — if a 
serpent there actually was in his bosom — the 
type of each man’s fatal error, or hoarded sin, 
or unquiet consacnce, and stnking his sting so 
unremorsefulU into the sorest spot, wc may 
well imagine that Rodenck became the pest 
of the cit\" Nobod) could elude him — none 
could withstand him He grappled wath the 
ugliest truth that he could la\ his hand on, 
and compelled his adversan' to do the same. 
Strange spectacle in human life where it is the 
instinctive effort of one and all to hide those 
sad realities, and leave them undisturbed be- 
neath a heap of superficial topics w hich consti- 
tute the matenals of intercourse between man 
and man ' It was not to be tolerated that Rod- 
enck Elliston should break through the tacit 
compact by which the world has done its best 
to secure repose without relinquishing enl. The 
victims of his maliaous remarks, it is true, had 
brothers enough to keep them in countenance ; 
for, by Rodenck’s theory, every mortal bosom 
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fnrl'orcd tithrr a hrood of <^ma!l ';rrpcm*^, or 
ij.ic ovcrinown IlU^n^tc^ tint Ind devoured all 
(he res*, *>ttil the ciJv could tjof Imr this new 
apostle It was dcimiuUd h\ imrlv all, and 
partKuhrlv In tin most rtsputahk inlnhitants, 
that Uodtrick should no longer 1 h permitted to 
violate the received niks of decorum In ohtruel- 
ing h’s own hosom strpeiit to the public ga/e, 
and dragging those of decent people from tlicir 
lurkmg-phccs 

AccordingK, Ins relatives interfered, and 
placed him in a private asvlum for the insane 
\Vhen the news was noised abroad, it was ob- 
served that manv persons walked the streets 
with freer countenances, and covered their 
hre-asts less carcfull) with their hands 

His confinement, however, although it con- 
trilnitcd not a little to the peace of the tovvn, 
operated unfavorahlv upon Roderick himself 
In solitude his melancholy grew more black 
and sullen He spent whole d.avs — indeed, it 
was his sole occupation — m communing with 
the serpent A conversation was sustained, m 
which, as it seemed, the hidden monster bore a 
part, though unintelligibly to the listeners, and 
inaudible except in a hiss Singular as it may 
appear, the sufferer had now contracted a sort 
of affection for his tormentor, mingled, however, 
wath the mtensest loathing and horror Nor 
were such discordant emotions incompatible 
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Each, on the contrary, imparted strength and 
poignancy to its opposite Horrible love — 
homble antipathy — embracing one another in 
his bosom, and both concentrating themselves 
upon a being that had crept into his vitals or 
been engendered there, and which was nour- 
ished with his food, and lived upon his life, and 
was as intimate with him as his own heart, and 
yet was the foulest of all created things ' But 
not the less was it the true type of a morbid 
nature 

Sometimes, in his moments of rage and bitter 
hatred against the snake and himself, Roderick 
determined to be the death of him, even at the 
expense of his own life Once he attempted it 
by starvation , but, while the wretched man was 
on the point of famishing, the monster seemed 
to feed upon his heart, and to thnve and wax 
gamesome, as if it were his sweetest and most 
congenial diet Then he pnvilv took a dose 
of active poison, imagining that it would not fad 
to kdl either himself or the devil that possessed 
him, or both together Another mistake , for 
if Roderick had not yet been destroyed by his 
ovm poisoned heart nor the snake by gnawing 
It, they had little to fear from arsenic or corro- 
sive subhmate Indeed, the venomous pest ap- 
peared to operate as an antidote against all other 
poisons The physiaans tned to suffocate the 
fiend with tobacco smoke He breathed it as 
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frccl) as if It were his native atmosphere Again, 
they drugged their patient with opium and 
drenched him mth intoxicating liquors, hoping 
that the snake might thus be reduced to stu- 
por and perhaps he ejected from the stomach 
They succeeded in rendering Roderick insensi- 
ble , but, placing their hands upon his breast, 
they were inexpressibly horror-stricken to feel 
the monster wriggling, twining, and darting to 
and fro within his narrow limits, evidently en- 
livened by the opium or alcohol, and incited 
to unusual feats of activity Thenceforth they 
gave up all attempts at cure or palliation The 
doomed sufferer submitted to his fate, resumed 
his former loathsome affection for the bosom 
fiend, and spent whole miserable days before a 
looking-glass, with his mouth wide open, watch- 
ing in hope and horror, to catch a glimpse of 
the snake’s head far down within his throat It 
is supposed that he succeeded, for the attendants 
once heard a frenzied shout, and, rushing into 
the room, found Rodenck lifeless upon the floor 
He was kept but little longer under restramt- 
After minute investigation, the medical direc- 
tors of the asylum decided that his mental dis- 
ease did not amount to insanity, nor would 
warrant his confinement, espeaally as its influ- 
ence upon his spirits was unfavorable, and might 
produce the evil which it was meant to remedy 
His eccentnaties were doubtless great , he had 
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habitually violated many of the customs and 
prejudices of soaety , but the world was not, 
without surer ground, entitled to treat him as 
a madman On this decision of such competent 
authonty Roderick was released, and had re- 
turned to his native city the very day before 
his encounter with George Herkimer. 

As soon as possible after learning these par- 
ticulars the sculptor, together ivith a sad and 
tremulous companion, sought Elliston at his 
own house. It was a large, sombre edifice of 
wood, with pilasters and a balcony, and was 
dmded from one of the principal streets by a 
terrace of three elevations, which was ascended 
by successive flights of stone steps Some im- 
mense old elms almost concealed the front of 
the mansion This spaaous and once magnifi- 
cent family residence was built by a grandee of 
the race early in the past century, at which 
epoch, land being of small comparative value, 
the garden and other grounds had formed quite 
an extensive domain Although a portion of 
the ancestral heritage had been alienated, there 
was still a shadowy enclosure in the rear of the 
mansion where a student, or a dreamer, or a 
man of stneken heart might he all day upon the 
grass, amid the solitude of murmuring boughs, 
and forget that a city had grown up around 
him 

Into this retirement the sculptor and his com- 
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pamon were ushered by Scipio, the old black 
servant, whose wnnkled visage grew almost 
sunny with intelligence and joy as he paid his 
humble greetings to one of the two visitors 

“ Remain in the arbor,” whispered the sculp- 
tor to the figure that leaned upon his arm 
“ You will know whether, and when, to make 
your appearance ” 

“ God will teach me,” was the reply “ May 
He support me too i ” 

Rodenck was reclining on the margin of a 
fountain which gushed into the fleckered sun- 
shine with the same clear sparkle and the same 
voice of airy quietude as when trees of pn- 
meval growth flung their shadows across its 
bosom How strange is the life of a fountain I 
— born at every moment, yet of an age coeval 
with the rocks, and far surpassing the venerable 
antiquity of a forest 

“You are come' I have expected you,” 
said Elliston, when he became aware of the 
sculptor’s presence 

His manner was very different from that of 
the preceding day — quiet, courteous, and, as 
Herkimer thought, watchful both over his guest 
and himself This unnatural restraint was al- 
most the only trait that betokened anything 
amiss He had just thrown a book upon the 
grass, where it lay half opened, thus disclos- 
ing Itself to be a natural history of the serpent 
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tnbe, illustrated by lifelike plates Near it lay 
that bulky volume, the Ductor Dubitantiuni 
of Jeremy Taylor, full of cases of conscience, 
and m vhich most men, possessed of a con- 
science, may find something applicable to their 
purpose 

“You see,” obsen'cd Elhston, pointing to 
the book of serpents, while a smile gleamed 
upon his lips, “ I am making an effort to be- 
come better acquainted with my bosom fnend , 
but I find nothing satisfactor)'^ in this volume 
If I mistake not, he will prove to be sm generis, 
and akin to no other reptile m creation ” 

“ Whence came this strange calamity ^ in- 
quired the sculptor 

“ My sable fnend Scipio has a stor}/’ replied 
Rodenck, “ of a snake that had lurked m this 
fountain — pure and innocent as it looks — 
ever since it was known to the first settlers 
This insinuating personage once crept into the 
vitals of my great-grandfather and dwelt there 
many years, tormenting the old gentleman be- 
yond mortal endurance In short, it is a family 
peculiarity But, to tell you the truth, I have 
no faith in this idea of the snake’s being an 
heirloom He is my own snake, and no man’s 
else ” 

" But what was his origin ^ ” demanded Her- 
kimer 

“ Oh, there is poisonous stuff in any man’s 
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heart *;u{ricicnt to generate a brood of serpents,” 
said Klliston, with a hollow laugh “liiou 
should ha\c heard nn homilRS to the good 
townspeople Positiveh, I deem mvsclf for- 
tunate in having bred but a single serpent 
^ou, howeter, ha\c none in your bosom, and 
therefore cannot s\mpathi7c with the rest of 
the world It gnaws me ' It gnaws me’ ” 
With this cNcIamation Roderick lost his self- 
control and threw himself upon the grass, tes- 
tifj mg his agony bv intncatc w nthings, in w Inch 
Herkimer could not but fanc\ a resemblance 
to the motions of a snake Then, likcwase, 
was heard that frightful hiss, which often ran 
through the sufferer’s speech, and crept be- 
tween the words and syilahics wathout intcr- 
ruphng their succession 

“ This is aw ful indeed ' ” exclaimed the sculp- 
tor — “an aw'ful infliction, whether it be actual 
or imaginar)’’ Tell me, Rodcnck Llhston, is 
there any remedy for this loathsome evil ? ” 
“Yes, but an impossible one,” muttered 
Rodenck, as he lav wallowing wath his face m 
the grass “ Could I for one instant forget my- 
self, the serpent might not abide w'lthin me It 
IS my diseased self-contemplation that has en- 
gendered and nourished him ” 

“ Then forget yourself, mv husband,” said a 
gentle voice above him , “ forget yourself in 
the idea of another ' ” 
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Rosina had emerged from the arbor, and was 
bending over him with the shadow of his an- 
guish reflected in her countenance, yet so min- 
gled with hope and unselflsh love that all an- 
guish seemed but an earthly shadow and a 
dream She touched Rodencic with her hand 
A tremor shivered through his frame At that 
moment, if report be trustworthy, the sculptor 
beheld a waving motion through the grass, and 
heard a tinlding sound, as if something had 
plunged into the fountain Be the truth as it 
might. It is certain that Rodenck Elliston sat 
up like a man renewed, restored to his nght 
mind, and rescued from the fiend which had so 
miserably overcome him in the battlefield of 
his own breast 

“ Rosina ' ” cried he, in broken and passion- 
ate tones, but with nothing of the wild wail 
that had haunted his voice so long, “ forgive ' 
forgive ' ” 

Her happy tears bedewed his face 

“ The punishment has been severe,” ob- 
served the sculptor “ Even Justice might now 
forgive , how much more a woman’s tender- 
ness ' Rodenck Elliston, whether the serpent 
was a physical reptile, or whether the morbid- 
ness of your nature suggested that symbol to 
your fancj'^, the moral of the story is not the 
less true and strong A tremendous Egotism, 
manifesting itself in your case m the form of 
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jcilou<;\ , IS as fearful a fiend as ever stole into 
the luinian heart Can a breast, where it has 
dwe'lt so long, lie purified?" 

"O \ts,'’ said Rosina, With a heavenly smile 
“ The serpent was hut a dark fantas), and what 
It tapified was as shadow \ as itself Tlie past, 
dismal as it seems, shall fling no gloom upon 
the future To gi\ e it its due importance w'c 
must think of it but as an anecdote m our 
Jkternita " 
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[from the unpubushed “allegories of the 
heart”] 

[In his Aircrtcan Note-Bocks, p (26) Hawthorne sets 
down the scheme of this talc in a slightly different form 
A Thanksgiving dinner All the miserable on earth are 
to be invited, — as the drunlard, the bereaved parent, the 
ruined merchant, the broken-hearted lov er, the poor widow , 
the old man and woman who have outlived their generation, 
the disappointed author, the wounded, sick, and broken sol- 
dier, the diseased person, the infidel, the man with an evil 
consaence, httle orphan children or children of neglectful 
parents, shall be admitted to the table, and man) others 
The giver of the feast goes out to deliver his invitations 
Some of the guests he meets in the streets, some he knocks 
for at the doors of their houses The description must be 
rapid But who must be the giver of the feast, and what 
his claims to preside’ A man who has never found out 
what he is fit for, who has unsettled aims or objects m life, 
and whose mind gnaws him, making him the sufferer of 
many kmds of miser) He should meet some pious, old, 
sorrowful person, wuth more outward calamines than an) 
other, and invite him, wnth a reflection that piety would make 
all that miserable compan) truly thankful ”] 

I HAVE here attempted,” said Rodenck, 
unfolding a few sheets of manusenpt, as he 
sat with Rosina and the sculptor in the 
summer-house , “ I have attempted to seize hold 
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I have here imagined such a man to be — what, 
probably, he never is — consaous of the de- 
fiaency in his spiritual organization Methmks 
the result would be a sense of cold unreality 
wherewith he would go shivering through the 
world, longing to exchange his load of ice for 
any burden of real grief that fate could fling 
upon a human being ” 

Contenting himself with this preface, Rodenck 
began to read 

In a certain old gentleman’s last will and tes- 
tament there appeared a bequest, which, as his 
final thought and deed, was singularly in keeping 
with a long life of melancholy eccentricity He 
devised a considerable sum for establishing a 
fund, the interest of which was to be expended 
annually forever, m preparing a Chnstmas ban- 
quet for ten of the most miserable persons that 
could be found It seemed not to be the tes- 
tator s purpose to make these half a score of 
sad hearts merry, but to provide that the stem 
or fierce expression of human discontent should 
not be drowned, even for that one holy and 
joyful day, amid the acclamations of festal grat- 
itude which all Christendom sends up And 
he desired, likewise, to perpetuate his own 
remonstrance against the earthly course of Pro- 
vidence, and his sad and sour dissent from 
those systems of religion or philosophy which 
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either find sunshine in the world or dmw it 
down from hciven 

The task of inviting the guests, or of selecting 
among such as might ad\ancc their claims to 
partake of this dismal hospitalit\% was confided 
to the two trustees or stewards of the fund 
These gentlemen, like their deceased friend, 
were sombre humonsts, who made it their 
principal occupation to number the sable threads 
in the web of human life, and drop all the 
golden ones out of the reckoning They per- 
formed their present office with integrity and 
judgment The aspect of the assembled com- 
pany on the day of the first festival might not, 
It IS true, have satisfied every beholder that 
these were especially the individuals, — chosen 
forth from all the w'orld, — whose gnefs were 
worthy to stand as indicators of the mass of 
human suffenng Yet, after due consideration, 
It could not be disputed that here was a variety 
of hopeless discomfort, which, if it sometimes 
arose from causes apparently inadequate, was 
thereby only the shrewder imputation against 
the nature and mechanism of life 

The arrangements and decorations of the 
banquet were probably intended to signify that 
death in life w'^hich had been the testator’s defi- 
nition of existence The hall, illuminated by 
torches, was hung round with curtains of deep 
and dusky purple, and adorned with branches 
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of cypress and wreaths of artificial fiowerSj — 
mutative of such as used to be strewn over the 
dead A spng of parsley was laid by ever)’’ 
plate The main resen’’Oir of ■wine was a 
sepulchral um of silver, whence the liquor was 
distributed around the table in small vases, 
accurately copied from those that held the 
tears of ancient mourners Neither had the 
stewards — if it were their taste that arranged 
these detads — forgotten the fantasy of the old 
who seated a skeleton at every fes- 
tive board, and mocked their own memment 
with the imperturbable gnn of a death’s-head 
Such a fearful guest, shrouded in a black man- 
tle, sat now at the head of the table It was 
whispered, I know not with what truth, that 
the testator himself had once walked the visi- 
ble world with the machmery of that same skel- 
eton, and that it was one of the stipulations 
of his will that he should thus be permitted to 
sit, from year to year, at the banquet which he 
had instituted If so, it was perhaps covertly 
implied that he had chenshed no hopes of bliss 
beyond the grave to compensate for the evds 
which he felt or imagined here And if, in 
their bewildered conjectures as to the purpose 
of earthly existence, the banqueters should 
throw aside the veil, and cast an mquinng 
glance at this figure of death, as seekmg thence 
the solution otherwise unattainable, the only 
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reply ^^ould be a stare of the vacant eve caverns 
and a gnn of the skeleton jaws Such was the 
response that the dead man hid fancied himself 
to receive w hen he asked of Death to solve the 
riddle of his life, and it was his desire to re- 
peat It when the guests of his dismal hospital- 
iti'^ should find themselves perplexed with the 
same question 

" Whit means that wreath ? ” asked several 
of the company, while viewing the decorations 
of the table 

They alluded to a wreath of cypress w'hich 
w’as held on high by a skeleton arm, protruding 
from within the black mantle 

“ It IS a crown,” said one of the stewards, 
** not for the w^orthiest, but for the wofiilest, 
when he shall prove his claim to it ” 

The guest earliest bidden to the festival was 
a man of soft and gentle character, who had not 
cnerg}’ to struggle against the heavy despond- 
ency to which his temperament rendered him 
liable , and therefore with nothing outwardly to 
excuse him from happiness, he had spent a life 
of quiet misery that made his blood torpid, and 
weighed upon his breath, and sat like a ponder- 
ous night fiend upon every throb of his unre- 
sisting heart His wretchedness seemed as deep 
as his onginal nature, if not identical with it 
It was the misfortune of a second guest to cher- 
ish within his bosom a diseased heart, which 
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had become so wretchedlv sore that the contin- 
ual and unavoidable rubs of the world, the blow 
of an enemy, the careless jostle of a stranger, 
and even the faithful and loving touch of a 
fhend, alike made ulcers m it. As is the habit 
of people thus afflicted, he found his chief em- 
ployment in exhibiting these miserable sores to 
any who would give thcmschcs the pain of 
anewing them A third guest was a hypochon- 
dnac, whose imagination wrought necromancy 
in Its outward and inward world, and caused 
him to see monstrous faces in the household 
fire, and dragons m the clouds of sunset, and 
fiends in the guise of beautiful women, and 
something uglj or wicked beneath all the plea- 
sant surfaces of nature His neighbor at table 
was one who, in his early youth, had trusted 
mankind too much, and hoped too highly m 
their behalf, and, in meeting with manj dis- 
appointments, had become desperately soured 
For several years back this misanthrope had 
employed himself m accumulating motives for 
hating and despising his race — such as mur- 
der, lust, treacherj'-, ingratitude, faithlessness of 
trusted fnends, instinctive vices of children, im- 
punty of women, hidden guilt in men of saint- 
like aspect — and, in short, all manner of black 
reahties that sought to decorate themselves with 
outward grace or glory But at every atro- 
cious fact that was added to his catalogue, at 
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even' Jiicrtasc of the sad knowledge w’hich he 
spent his life to collect, the native impulses of 
the poor man’s lo\ mg and confiding heart made 
him groan with anguish Ne\t, with his hca\'^" 
brow bent downward, there stole into the hall 
a man naturally earnest and impassioned, who, 
from his immemorial infancy, had felt the con- 
sciousness of a high message to the world , but, 
essaying to deliver it, had found either no amice 
or form of speech, or else no ears to listen 
Therefore his whole life was a bitter question- 
ing of himself — “ Why haam not men acknoav- 
ledged my mission ? Am I not a self-deluding 
fool ? What business haam I on earth ? Where 
is my grave ? ” Throughout the festival, he 
quaffed frequent draughts from the sepulchral 
urn of aaane, hoping thus to quench the celestial 
fire that tortured his own breast and could not 
benefit his race 

Then there entered, having flung away a 
ticket for a ball, a gay gallant of yesterday, avho 
had found four or five wrinkles in his brow, and 
more gray hairs than he could well number on 
his head Endowed with sense and feeling, he 
had nevertheless spent his youth in folly, but 
had reached at last that dreary point in life where 
Folly quits us of her own accord, leaving us to 
make fnends with Wisdom if we can Thus, 
cold and desolate, he had come to seek Wisdom 
at the banquet, and wondered if the skeleton 
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were she To eke out the company, the stew- 
ards had invited a distressed poet from his home 
in the almshouse, and a melancholy idiot from 
the street comer The latter had just the glim- 
menng of sense that was sufficient to make him 
conscious of a vacancy, which the poor fellow, 
all his hfe long, had mistily sought to fill up 
with intelligence, wandering up and down the 
streets, and groaning miserablv because his at- 
tempts were meffectual. The onlv lady m the 
hall was one who had fallen short of absolute 
and perfect beauty, merely bv the tnfiing de- 
fect of a shght cast in her left eye But this 
blemish, imnute as it was, so shocked the pure 
ideal of her soul, rather than her vanity, that 
she passed her life m sohtude and veiled her 
countenance even from her own gaze So the 
skeleton sat shrouded at one end of the table 
and this poor lady at the other. 

One other guest remains to be descnbed 
He was a young man of smooth brow, fair cheek, 
and fashionable nuen So far as his extenor 
developed him, he might much more suitably 
have found a place at some menr Chnstmas 
table, than have been numbered among the 
bhghted, fate-stncken, fancv-tortured set of ill- 
starred banqueters blurmurs arose among the 
guests as thev noted the glance of general scru- 
tinv which the intruder threw over his com- 
pamons What had he to do among them ^ 
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Whj' did not the skeleton of the dead founder 
of the feast unbend its nttling joints, ansc, and 
notion the unv.clco-nc stranger from the board ' 
“ Shimeful ’ ” said the morbid man, while a 
new ulcer broke out in hts heart “He comes 
to mock us, — VC shall be the jest of his tav- 
ern friends ^ — he will make a farce of our mis- 
enes, and bnng it out upon the stage ' ” 

“ O, never mind him ' ” said the hj-po- 
chononac, smiling souriv. “He shall feast 
from ^ onder tureen of viper soup ; and if there 
is -a fncassee of scorp.ons on the table, pray let 
him have his share of it. For the dessert, he 
shall taste the apples of Sodom Then, if he like 
our Christmas fare, let him return again next 
^ear'” 

V 

“ Trouble him not," murmured the melan- 
choly man, vrith gentleness “ What matters it 

V hether the consaousness of miserv come a few 
years sooner or later r If this youth deem him- 
self happy now, vet let him sit vrith us for the 
sake of the wretchedness to come ” 

The poor idiot approached the young man 
with that mournful aspect of vacant inquir}' 
which his face continually wore, and which 
caused people to say that he was always in 
search of his missing wits After no little ex- 
amination he touched the stranger’s hand, but 
immediately drew back his ovm, shaking his 
head and shryenng 
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“ Cold, cold, cold ' ” muttered the idiot. 

The young man shivered too, and smded. 

“ Gentlemen, — and you, madam,” — said 
one of the stewards of the festival, “ do not con- 
ceive so ill either of our caution or judgment as 
to imagine that vre have admitted this young 
stranger — Gervavse Hastings by name — vnth- 
out a fiill investigation and thoughtful balance 
of his claims. Trust me, not a guest at the 
table is better entided to his seat.” 

The steward’s guaranty was perforce satis- 
factory The company, therefore, took their 
places and addressed themselves to the serious 
busmess of the feast, but were soon disturbed 
by the hypochondriac, who thrust back his chair, 
complaining that a dish of stewed toads and 
npers was set before him, and that there was 
green ditch water in his cup of wine This mis- 
take bemg amended, he quietly resumed his 
seat. The wine, as it flowed freely from the 
sepulchral um, seemed to come imbued with all 
gloomy inspirations , so that its influence was 
not to cheer, but either to smk the revellers 
into a deeper melancholy or elevate then spirits 
to an enthusiasm of wretchedness The con- 
versation was various They told sad stones 
about people who might have been worthy 
guests at such a festival as the present. They 
talked of gnslv madents in human history ; of 
strange crimes, which, if truly considered, were 
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but con\uilsions of agony , of some lives tliat 
had been altogether wretched, and of others, 
which, wearing a general semblance of happi- 
ness, had } et been deformed sooner or later by 
misfortune, as bv the intrusion of a grim face at 
a banquet , of death-bed scenes, and w-hat dark 
intimations might be gathered from the w’ords 
of dying men , of suicide, and whether the more 
eligible mode were by halter, knife, poison, 
drowning, gradual stara^ation, or the fumes of 
charcoal The majonty of the guests, as is the 
custom wath people thoroughly and profoundly 
sick at heart, were anxious to make their own 
w'oes the theme of discussion, and prove them- 
selves most excellent in anguish The misan- 
thropist went deep into the philosophy of evil, 
and wandered about in the darkness, wath now 
and then a gleam of discolored light hovering 
on ghastly shapes and hornd scenery Many 
a miserable thought, such as men have stumbled 
upon from age to age, did he now rake up again, 
and gloat over it as an inestimable gem, a dia- 
mond, a treasure far preferable to those bright, 
spiritual revelations of a better world, which are 
like precious stones from heaven’s pavement 
And then amid his lore of wretchedness he hid 
his face and wept 

It was a festival at which the woflil man of 
Uz might suitably have been a guest, together 
with all, m each succeeding age, who have tasted 
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deepest of the bitterness of life And be it said, 
too, that everr son or daughter of woman, how- 
ever favored with happy fortune, might, at one 
sad moment or another, have claimed the privi- 
lege of a stncken heart, to sit down at this table 
But, throughout the feast, it was remarked that 
the young stranger, Gervajse Hastings, was 
unsuccessful in his attempts to catch its peiwad- 
ing spirit. At any deep, strong thought that 
found utterance, and which was tom out, as it 
were, from the saddest recesses of human con- 
sciousness, he looked mystified and bewildered , 
even more than the poor idiot, who seemed to 
grasp at such thmgs with his earnest heart, and 
thus occasionally to comprehend them The 
young man’s conversation was of a colder and 
lighter kind, often brilliant, but lacking the pow- 
erful characteristics of a nature that had been 
developed bv suffering 

“ Sir,” said the misanthropist bluntlv, m re- 
ply to some observation by Gervavse Hastings, 
“ pray do not address me again We have no 
right to talk together Our minds have nothing 
in common Bv what claim you appear at this 
banquet I cannot guess ; but methinfe, to a man 
who could say what you have just now said, my 
companions and myself must seem no more 
than shadows flickermg on the wall And pre- 
cisely such a shadow are you to us ” 

The young man smiled and bowed, but draw- 
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tnf’ nrn*(.lt* ImcU in hi, clnir, he Inittontd In*: 
Ci>.{ n\c, his hrci't, n* if thr hnnqiKliii^'-lnll 
nm r ino.Mir* rhiii Xynii the iiliot fiNcil his 
iiclruhnh *tirc mMm the \outh niui imir- 
jniirii!, “ Cnhi, colii, cold ’ " 

1 he hiiKjvict <lrtu to its conchi’ion, ind the 
gnts's dtjnrtevi Sorcth Ind the) •'tepped 
across the threshold of the Inll, ulieii the scene 
tint Ind there passtd seemed hie the Msion 
of a sick fiiict , or an evlnlation from a stag- 
nant heart Now and then, houeeer, during 
the \car that ensued, these melanchoh people 
caught glimpses of one another, transient, in- 
deed, hut enough to prove that thev walked 
the earth with the ordinary allotment of realit\ 
Sometimes a pair of them came face to face, 
while stenhng through the evening twilight, en- 
veloped in their sahle cloal s Sometimes they 
casualh met in church) ards Once, also, it hap- 
pened that two of the dismal banqueters mutu- 
all) started at recogm/mg each other in the 
noonda) sunshine of a crowded street, stalking 
there like ghosts astray Doubtless they won- 
dered whv the skeleton did not come abroad at 
noondav too 

But whenever the nccessit) of their affairs 
compelled these Christmas guests into the bus- 
tling world, the)' were sure to encounter the 
)Oung man who had so unaccountably been 
admitted to the festival They saw him among 

69 





iMOSSES FROM AX OLD MANSE 


£.cqoclnn:nce vrith her histonr, but on the safe 
tesmioiiT of her nfserable aspect. Some sur- 
prse tras esp-essed at the preserce of a bluff, 
rec-faced gentleman, a certain Mr. Srr’th, Trho 
had eT-centlc the fat manr a rch feast 
vptl-Ln him, and the hab tual tnn’-de of tihose 
eve betravea a abortion to break forth into 
uproar o os laughter for Lttle cause or none. 
It tumea out. hoiveve-, that vnth the best 
possible fiom of spirts, ou’- poor friend vras 
anucted irth a phvs cal cnsease of the heart, 
vrh-ch threatened instant ceath on the si shtest 
cachmnato-T mdulgence, or even that ntdlanon 
of the bocLiiv frame produced bv merrv thoashts 
In tkiS Gilemma, he hao sought admittance to 
the banquet, on the ostensible plea of his irk- 
some anc miserable state, but in reaJ'tv vrith the 
hope of mbib ng a Iife-p“e<e“vins melancholv. 

A marred couple had been invited from 
a motive of b trer humor, it beins vrell under- 
stood that thev rendered each other unurtera- 
blv miserable rhenerer thev chanced to meet^ 
and therefore must necessarJy be St assoaates 
at the fesnvaL In contrast vnth these rvas 
anodier couple, snll unmarred, vrho had in- 
terchanged their hearts in eariv life, bur had 
been orvicea by crcumstances as impalpable as 
mormng mist, and kept apart so long that their 
spmts no'v found it imposrble to meet. There- 
tore yearmng for communion, yet shrinking 
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a blood-stam on his conscience “Surely he 
has never gone down into the depths ' I know 
all the aspects of those who have passed through 
the dark valley By what nght is he among us ^ ” 
“ Ah, It IS a sinful thing to come hither with- 
out a sorrow,” murmured the aged lady, m 
accents that partook of the eternal tremor which 
pervaded her whole being “ Depart, young 
man' Your soul has never been shaken, and, 
therefore, I tremble so much the more to look 
at you ” 

“His soul shaken ' No — I’ll answer for 
It,” said bluff Mr Smith, pressing his hand 
upon his heart and making himself as melan- 
choly as he could, for fear of a fatal explosion 
of laughter “ I know the lad well , he has as 
fair prospects as any young man about town, 
and has no more nght among us miserable 
creatures than the child unborn He never 
was miserable and probably never will be ' ” 

“ Our honored guests,” interposed the stew- 
ards, “ pray have patience with us, and believe, 
at least, that our deep veneration for the sacred- 
ness of this solemnity would preclude any u ilful 
violation of it Receive this young man to your 
table It may not be too much to say that no 
guest here would exchange his own heart for 
the one that beats within that youthful bosom ' ” 
“ I ’d call it a bargain, and gladly too,” 
muttered Mr Smith, with a perplexing mixture 
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“Just now/’ remarked the trembling old 
woman, “ I seemed to see beyond the out- 
side And then my everlasting tremor passed 
away ' ” 

“Would that I could dwell always in these 
momentary gleams of light ' ” said the man of 
stncken conscience “ Then the blood-stain 
in my heart would be washed clean away ” 

This strain of conversation appeared so un- 
mtelhgibly absurd to good Mr Smith, that he 
burst into precisely the fit of laughter which his 
physicians had warned him against, as likely to 
prove instantaneously fatal In effect, he fell 
back in his chair a corpse, with a broad gnn 
upon his face, while his ghost, perchance, re- 
mained beside it bewildered at its unpremedi- 
tated exit This catastrophe of course broke 
up the festival 

“ How IS this ? You do not tremble ? ” ob- 
served the tremulous old woman to Gervayse 
Hastings, who was gazing at the dead man with 
singular intentness “ Is it not awful to see 
him so suddenlv vanish out of the midst of life 
— this man of flesh and blood, whose earthly 
nature was so warm and strong ? There is a 
never-ending tremor in my soul, but it trembles 
afresh at this ' And you are calm ' ” 

"Would that he could teach me somewhat ' ” 
said Gervayse Hastings, drawing a long breath 
“ Men pass before me like shadows on the wall , 
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the’ n—Kvi . j'T to*u. fcrlnu". stc llulrnn!'- 
o'" Iic i' ’i*. "iMd tlun tlK\ \ ini li ' \cnhrr 
•l.t- f*' j' r, I. or \o'u*(- t rlctoM, nor llu' old 
xw" I'O ex crlx> 'uir ir( mo. , nn {oxc me \> Inr 
1 ’■r' 

\nd rhe comptrix dtpxrtd! 

\\ c ex imi; Iii'rcr to nxr-itc, in 'urli dctiil, 
more •tme of thee • itu'xihr tc tix il*., 

xxh'ch, in '’ccordniicc x'lth the foiiiulcr's xxill, 
co’i imird to he I tpt xxifli the rctnilTntx of nn 
r 'xhl >-111 d iii'tuution In proct s of time the 
-xdojxted the cxi'tom of inx itinu, from 
fxnnii ncir, tho'.e indn idxnis XX ho c misfortunes 
xxerc prominent ihoxe other men''-, mid whose 
mentsl nnd monl dexclopmcnt miglit, therefore, 
h. suppo-ed to jxossies n corre jxnnding interest 
I he exiled nohie of the h'rench Kex olution, nnd 
the hrohen soldier of the I mpire, xxcre aiihc 
represented nt the nhle Imllen momrehs, 
xxindenng nhout the enrth, Inxc found pIsces it 
lint forlorn snd misenhie fesst "I he sntesmsn, 
xxhen his pirtx flung him off, might, if he chose 
It, he once more t grent min for the space of a 
single Innquet Anron Burr’s name appears on 
the record at a period xvhen his rum — the pro- 
foundcst and most striking, xxith more of moral 
circumstance in it than that of almost any other 
man — xx as complete m his lonely age Stephen 
Girard, xxhen his xxealth xvcighed upon him like 
a mountain, once sought admittance of his own 
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accord It is not probable, however, that these 
men had any lesson to teach in the lore of dis- 
content and miser)’’ which might not equally 
well have been studied in the common walks of 
life Illustnous unfortunates attract a wider 
sympathy, not because their griefs are more in- 
tense, but because, being set on lofty pedestals, 
they the better serve mankind as instances and 
by^vords of calamity 

It concerns our present purpose to say that, 
at each successive festival, Gerva)se Hastings 
showed his face, gradually changing from the 
smooth beauty of his youth to the thoughtful 
comeliness of manhood, and thence to the bald 
impressive dignity of age He was the only in- 
dividual invanably present Yet on every occa- 
sion there were murmurs, both from those who 
knew his character and position, and from them 
whose hearts shrank back as denying his com- 
panionship in their mystic fraternity 

“Who IS this impassive man ^ ” had been 
asked a hundred times “Has he suffered^ 
Has he sinned ? There are no traces of either 
Then wherefore is he here ^ ” 

“ Y ou must inquire of the stewards, or of him- 
self,” was the constant reply “We seem to 
know him well here in our city, and know no- 
thing of him but what is creditable and fortu- 
nate Yet hither he comes, year after year, to 
this gloomy banquet, and sits among the guests 
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I'c T nntl'lr ''.'iir \*J \ r)iul( r ’ ) «. It ton ; 

J' 'In: I, u tilvr the r'liiitr ” 

1 ; \\i n muh t v muirr 1 he life of (nr- 
111 ■i.ijf' \t t; tiot inert h i prn' [u rou’-, 
h . i h jISm'U o!'e 1 \cr\;)unr h ul poiu \ttll 
\trh h.'U He t.tiUlu, l\r hcNonii ihc 
t\,'c.uii'sirc tint Ul'; rctjuircti 1 >\ Inhils of imt;- 
nitice ICC, 1 n-^tc of nrc puntt tiuI ctiltit Ttton, 
1 hue n! tn\tl, n *;elinhr in'ttinct tn collect n 
'.plcotiul lihnrv, nml, niorcox cr, u Int ‘■ccinctl n 
I ni>nirictnv lilunliit to the tinirtc'-cti He Inti 
cmisilit Inppiiu s';, niul not \ iinK , if n lot cK iiul 
tcntlcr uifc tml children tif fur promise could 
iiniirc It He Ind, htsults, iscciidcd Thotcthc 
limit uhich scpnntcs the ohscurc from the di';- 
tiiigunhcd, nnd Ind won t stainlts*; rcputntion 
m tinirs ot* the widest public importnncc Not 
tint he wis 1 popuhr clnrictcr, or Ind within 
him the mestenous nttnbutes which arc cssen- 
tnl to tint sjiecies of success To the pub- 
lic he w-is a cold abstraction, wholh destitute 
of those rich hues of personally , that living 
warmth, and the peculiar faculty of stamping his 
own heart’s impression on a multitude of hearts 
in w'hich the people rccognivc their favontes 
And it must he owned that, after his most in- 
timate associates had done their best to know 
him thoroughly and love him warmly, they 
were startled to find how' little hold he had 
upon their affections They approved, they 
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the skeleton would have been ejected from its 
seat 

Finally, at the merry Christmas ode, when 
he had numbered fourscore years complete, this 
pale, high-browed, marble-featured old man 
once more entered the long-frequented hall, 
with the same impassive aspect that had called 
forth so much dissaosfied remark at his first 
attendance Time, except m matters merely 
external, had done nothing for him, either of 
good or evil As he took his place he threw 
a calm, inquiring glance around the table, as if 
to ascertain whether any guest had yet appeared, 
after so many unsuccessful banquets, who might 
impart to him the mystery — the deep, warm 
secret — the life within the life — which, whether 
manifested in joy or sorrow, is what gives sub- 
stance to a world of shadows 

“ My fnends,” said Gervayse Hastings, as- 
suming a position which his long conversance 
with the festival caused to appear natural, " you 
are welcome ' I drink to you all m this cup 
of sepulchral wine ” 

The guests replied courteously, but still in a 
manner that proved them unable to receive the 
old man as a member of their sad fraternity It 
may be well to give the reader an idea of the 
present company at the banquet 

One was formerly a clergyman, enthusiastic 
in his profession, and apparently of the genuine 
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dynasty of those old Puritan ditnnes whose faith 
in their calhng, and stem exercise of it, had 
placed them among the mighty of the earth 
But, yielding to the speculative tendency of the 
age, he had gone astray from the firm foun- 
dation of an anaent faith, and wandered into a 
cloud region, where everything was misty and 
deceptive, ever mocking him with a semblance 
of reality, but stdl dissolving when he flung 
himself upon it for support and rest His in- 
stinct and early training demanded something 
steadfast , but, looking forward, he beheld va- 
pors piled on vapors, and behind him an im- 
passable gulf between the man of yesterday and 
to-day, on the borders of which he paced to and 
fro, sometimes wringing his hands in agony, 
and often making his own woe a theme of 
scornful memment This surely was a misera- 
ble man Next there was a theonst — one, of 
a numerous tribe, although he deemed himself 
unique since the creation — a theonst who had 
conceived a plan, by which all the wretchedness 
of earth, moral and physical, might be done 
away, and the bliss of the millennium at once 
accomphshed But, the incredulity of mankind 
debarring him from action, he was smitten vnth 
as much gnef as if the whole mass of woe which 
he was demed the opportunit\'' to remedy were 
crowded into his own bosom A plain old man 
in black attracted much of the company’s no- 
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ticc, on the ‘sujipo'^ttton tint he was no other 
than h ither Miller, who, it seemed, had gi\en 
hinnelf up to despair at the tedious del.iv of 
the final conflagration 1 hen there was a man 
distinguished for natiee jiride* and ohstmac\, 
who, a little while before, had possessed im- 
mense wealth, and held the control of a vast 
moneeed interest which he had wielded in the 
same spirit as a despotic monarch would W'leld 
the power of his empire, carrying on a tremen- 
dous moral warfare, the roar and tremor of which 
was felt at e%er\ fireside m the land At length 
came a crushing ruin — a total overthrow' of for- 
tune, power, and character — the effect of which 
on his imperious, and in manv respects noble 
and loft\ nature, might have entitled him to a 
place, not mereh at our festival, but among the 
peers of Pandemonium 
.There was a modern philanthropist, who had 
become so deeply sensible of the calamities of 
thousands and millions of his fellow creatures, 
and of the impracticablcncss of any general 
measures for their relief, that he had no heart 
to do w'hat little good lay immediately within 
his pow'er, but contented himself with being 
miserable for sympathy Near him sat a gen- 
tleman in a predicament hitherto unprecedented, 
but of which the present epoch probably affords 
numerous examples Ever since he was of 
capaaty to read a newspaper, this person had 
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prided himself on his consistent adherence to 
one political party, but, m the confusion of 
these latter days, had got bewildered and knew 
not whereabouts his party was This wretched 
condition, so morally desolate and dishearten- 
ing to a man who has long accustomed himself 
to merge his individuality in the mass of a great 
body, can only be conceived by such as have 
expenenced it His next companion w'as a pop- 
ular orator who had lost his voice, and — as it 
was pretty much all that he had to lose — had 
fallen into a state of hopeless melancholy The 
table was likew'ise graced by two of the gentler 
ooe, a half-starved, consumptive seam- 
stress, the representative of thousands just as 
wretched , the other, a w’oman of unemployed 
energy, who found herself m tlie W'orld w'lth 
nothing to achieve, nothing to enjoy, and no- 
thing even to suffer She had, therefore, driven 
herself to the verge of madness by dark brood- 
ings over the wrongs of her sex, and its exclu- 
sion from a proper field of action The roll 
of guests being thus complete, a side table had 
been set for three or four disappointed office 
seekers, with hearts as sick as death, wffiom the 
stewards had admitted partly because their ca- 
lamities really entitled them to entrance here, 
and partly that they were m especial need of a 
good dinner There was likewise a homeless 
dog, with his tail between his legs, licking up 

84 



THE CHRISTMAS BANQUET 

the crumbs and gnawing the fragments of the 
feast, — such a melancholy cur as one some- 
times sees about the streets without a master, 
and willing to follow the first that will accept 
his service 

In their own way, these were as wretched a 
set of people as ever had assembled at the fes- 
tival There they sat, with the veiled skeleton 
of the founder holding aloft the cypress wreath 
at one end of the table, and at the other, 
wrapped in furs, the withered figure of Gervayse 
Hastings, stately, calm, and cold, impressing 
the company with awe, yet so little interesting 
their sympathy that he might have vanished 
into thin air without their once exclaiming, 
“ Whither is he gone ? ” 

“ Sir,” said the philanthropist, addressing the 
old man, “ you have been so long a guest at 
this annual festival, and have thus been con- 
versant with so many vaneties of human afflic- 
tion, that, not improbably, you have thence de- 
nved some great and important lessons How 
blessed were your lot could you reveal a se- 
cret by which all this mass of woe might be 
removed ' ” 

“ I know of but one misfortune,” answered 
Gervayse Hastings, quietly, and that is my 
own ” 

“ Your own ' ” rejoined the philanthropist 
“ And looking back on your serene and pro- 

85 



MOSSES FROM AN OLD xMANSE 


sperous life, how can you claim to be the sole 
unfortunate of the human race ? ” 

“You vnll not understand it,” replied Ger- 
vayse Hastings, feebly, and with a singular 
inefficiency of pronunaation, and sometimes put- 
ting one word for another “ None hare un- 
derstood It — not even those who expenence 
the like It is a chilliness — a want of earnest- 
ness — a feehng as if what should be my heart 
were a thing of vapor — a haunting percep- 
tion of unreahty ' Thus seeming to possess 
all that other men have — all that men aim at 

— I have really possessed nothing, neither joy 
nor gnefs All things, all persons — as was 
truly said to me at this table long and long 
ago — have been like shadows flickering on 
the wall It was so with my wife and children 

— with those who seemed mv fnends it is so 
with yourselves, whom I see now before me 
Neither have I myself any real existence, but 
am a shadow hke the rest ” 

“ And how is it with your news of a future 
hfe ? ” inquired the speculative clergyman 

“Worse than with you,” said the old man, 
in a hollow and feeble tone , “ for I cannot 
conceive it earnestly enough to feel either hope 
or fear Mine — mine is the wretchedness ' 
This cold heart — this unreal hfe' Ah' it 
grows colder still ” 

It so chanced that at this juncture the de- 
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O NE sunshiny morning, in the good old 
times of the town of Boston, a young 
carver in wood, well known by the 
name of Drowne, stood contemplating a large 
oaken log, which it was his purpose to convert 
into the figure-head of a vessel And while he 
discussed within his own mind what sort of 
shape or similitude it were well to bestow upon 
this excellent piece of timber, there came into 
Drowne’s workshop a certain Captain Hunne- 
well, owner and commander of the good bng 
called the Cynosure, which had just returned 
from her first voyage to Fayal 

“ Ah ' that will do, Drowne, that will do ' ” 
cned the jolly captain, tapping the log with his 
rattan “ I bespeak this very piece of oak for 
the figure-head of the Cynosure She has shown 
herself the sweetest craft that ever floated, and 
I mean to decorate her prow with the hand- 
somest image that the skill of man can cut out 
of timber And Drowne, you are the fellow' to 
execute it ” 

“You give me more credit than I deserve. 
Captain Hunneweil,” said the carver modestly, 
yet as one conscious of eminence in his art. 
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“ Rut, for the 'like of tlie good hng, I stai 
rcid\ to do nn lu‘.t \nd uhicli of thc'ic d 
'!ign<; do \(ni pnhr' IJcn,” — jioinling tc 
‘:tinng Inif-kiigth figure, in i uhite wig ai 
•icnrlet coat, — “litre la an tsctlltnr niodtl, t 
likcni.5': of our gncioue king litre is tl 
Mlnnt Adniinl \ tnion Or, if uni prefer 
feiinle figure, w hit sa\ \ou to Rntannia wi 
the indent ^ ” 

“All \ctw line, Drownc, all \er\ fine,” ai 
swered the manner “ Rut as nothing like tl 
hng ever swam the ocean, so I am determine 
she shall In; e such a figure -head as old N eptui 
nc\er saw in his life And what is more, ■ 
there IS .a secret in the matter, ;ou must pledf 
vour credit not to betra; it ” 

“ Certain!;, ” said Drowne, marvelling, hov 
ever, what possible master)' there could be i 
reference to an affair so open, of necessitv, t 
the inspection of all the world as the figure 
head of a acsscJ “ You may depend, captaii 
on my being as secret as the nature of the cas 
wll permit ” 

Captain Hunnewell then took Drowne b 
the button, and communicated his wishes i 
so low a tone that it would be unmannerl 
to repeat what was evidently intended for th 
carver’s pnvatc ear We shall, therefore, tak 
the opportunity to give the reader a few desir 
able particulars about Drowne himself 
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at those hours when jt was thrown open A 
fine piece of timber, indeed, which Drowne was 
known to have reserved for some work of espe- 
aal dignity, was seen to be gradually assuming 
shape What shape it was destined ultimately 
to take was a problem to his friends and a point 
on which the carver himself preserved a rigid 
silence But day after dav, though Drowne 
was seldom noticed in the act of working upon 
It, this rude form began to be developed until it 
became evident to all observers that a female 
figure was growing into mimic life At each 
new visit they beheld a larger pile of wooden 
chips and a nearer approximation to something 
beautiful It seemed as if the hamadryad of 
the oak had sheltered herself from the unim- 
aginative world within the heart of her native 
tree, and that it was only necessary to remove 
the strange shapelessness that had incrusted her, 
and reveal the grace and loveliness of a divinity 
Imperfect as the design, the attitude, the cos- 
tume, and especially the face of the image still 
remained, there was already an effect that drew 
the eye from the wooden cleverness of Drowne’s 
earlier productions and fixed it upon the tan- 
talizing mystery of this new project 

Copley, the celebrated painter, then a young 
man and a resident of Boston, came one day to 
Visit Drowne , for he had recognized so much 
of moderate ability m the carver as to induce 
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hand is beckoning this wood to anse and live ^ 
Whose work is this ? ” 

“No man’s vorkj” replied Droivne. “The 
figure lies vnthin that block of oak, and it is my 
business to find it.” 

“ Drowne,” said the true artist, grasping the 
car\’'er fei^'ently by the hand, “ you are a man 
of genius ' ” 

As Copley departed, happening to glance 
backward from the threshold, he beheld Drowne 
bending over the half-created shape, and stretch- 
ing forth his arms as if he would have embraced 
and drawn it to his heart , while, had such a 
miracle been possible, his countenance expressed 
passion enough to communicate warmth and 
sensibility to the lifeless oak 

“ Strange enough ' ” said the artist to him- 
self “ Who would have looked for a mod- 
ern Pygmalion in the person of a Yankee 
mechanic ' ” 

As yet, the image was but vague in its out- 
ward presentment , so that, as in the cloud shapes 
around the western sun, the observer rather felt, 
or was led to imagine, than really saw what was 
intended by it Day by day, however, the work 
assumed greater precision, and settled its irregu- 
lar and misty outhne into distincter grace and 
beauty The general design was now obnous 
to the common eye It was a female figure, in 
what appeared to be a foreign dress ; the gown 
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now, so far as carving went, tins wonderful pro- 
duction was complete 

“ Drowne,” said Copley, who had hardly 
missed a single day m his visits to the carver’s 
workshop, “ if this work were m marble, it 
would make you famous at once ; nay, I would 
almost affirm that it would make an era in the 
art. It is as ideal as an antique statue, and yet 
as real as any lovely woman whom one meets at 
a fireside or in the street But I trust you do not 
mean to desecrate this exqmsite creature with 
paint, like those stanng kings and admirals 
yonder ? ” 

“ Not paint her ' ” exclaimed Captain Hun- 
neweU, who stood by , “ not paint the figure- 
head of the Cynosure • And what sort of a 
figure should I cut m a foreign port with such 
an unpamted oaken stick as tlus over my prow ’ 
She must, and she shall, be painted to the life, 
from the topmost flower m her hat down to the 
silver spangles on her slippers ” 

“ Mr Copley,” said Drowne quietly, “ I 
know nothing of marble statuary, and nothing 
of the sculptor’s rules of art , but of this wooden 
image, this work of my hands, this creature of 
my heart,” — and here his voice faltered and 
choked in a very singular manner, — “ of this 
— of her — I may say that I know something 
A wellspnng of inward wisdom gushed within 
me as I wrought upon the oak with my whole 
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something preternatural There was, in truth, 
an indefinable air and expression that might 
reasonably induce the query. Who and from 
what sphere this daughter of the oak should be^ 
The strange, nch flowers of Eden on her head , 
the complexion, so much deeper and more bni- 
hant than those of our native beauties , the for- 
eign, as It seemed, and fantastic garb, yet not 
too fantastic to be worn decorously in the street , 
the dehcately wrought embroidery of the skirt , 
the broad gold cham about her neck , the cu- 
nous nng upon her finger , the fan, so exqui- 
sitely sculptured m open work, and pamted 
to resemble pearl and ebony, — where could 
Drowne, in his sober walk of hfe, haye beheld 
the ^^slon here so matchlessly embodied ’ And 
then her face ^ In the dark eyes, and around 
the yoluptuous mouth, there played a look made 
up of pnde, coquetry, and a gleam of mirthful- 
ness, which impressed Copley with the idea 
that the image was secretly enjoying the per- 
plexing admiration of himself and other be- 
holders 

“ And will you,” said he to the carver, per- 
rmt this masterpiece to become the figure-head 
of a vessel ? Give the honest captain yonder 
figure of Bntanma — it will answer his purpose 
far better — and send this fairy queen to Eng- 
land, where, for aught I know, it may bnng you 
a thousand pounds ” 
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sit dreaming of the past, and wag their heads at 
an ii’reamers of the present and the future 
reasorc fine morning, just before the departure 
what e Cynosure on her second voyage to Fa) al. 
The ommander of that gallant vessel vas seen 
theccue from his residence in Hanover Street, 
liant tas stylishly dressed in a blue broadcloth 
eign, auth gold lace at the seams and button- 
too fan an embroidered scarlet waistcoat, a tn- 
the de r hat, with a loop and broad binding of 
the blind wore a silver-hilted hanger at his side 
nou'jJie good captain might have been arrayed 
site’ue robes of a prince or the rags of a beggar, 
to hout m either case attracting notice, while 
D)scured by such a companion as now leaned 
t'n his arm The people in the street started, 
Cubbed their eyes, and either leaped aside from 
their path, or stood as if transfixed to wood or 
marble in astonishment. 

“Do you see it? — do you see it?” cned 
one, with tremulous eagerness “ It is the very 
same ' ” 

“ The same ? ” answered another, who had 
arrived in town only the night before “ Who 
do you mean ? I see only a sea captain in his 
shore-going clothes, and a young lady m a for- 
eign habit, with a bunch of beautiful flowers in 
her hat. On my word, she is as fair and bright 
a damsel as my eyes have looked on this many 
a day ' ” 
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the same, like the sunny gleam upon a bubbling 
fountain On the whole, there \\as something 
so airy and yet so real m the figure, and withal 
so perfectly did it represent Drowne’s image, 
that people knew not whether to suppose the 
magic wood etherealized into a spint or warmed 
and softened into an actual woman 

“ One thing is certain,” muttered a Puntan 
of the old stamp, “ Drowne has sold himself to 
the devil , and doubtless this gay Captain Hun- 
newell is a party to the bargain ” 

“ And I,” said a young man who overheard 
him, “ would almost consent to be the third vic- 
tim, for the libert)’’ of saluting those lovely bps ” 
“ And so would I,” said Copley the painter, 
“ for the pnvdege of taking her picture ” 

The image, or the appantion, whichever it 
might be, still escorted by the bold captain, pro- 
ceeded from Hanover Street through some of 
the cross-lanes that make this portion of the 
town so intricate, to Ann Street, thence into 
Dock Square, and so downward to Drowne’s 
shop, which stood just on the water’s edge 
The crowd still followed, gathering volume as 
It rolled along Never had a modern miracle 
occurred m such broad daylight, nor in the pre- 
sence of such a multitude of witnesses The 
airy image, as if conscious that she was the 
object of the murmurs and disturbance that 
swelled behind her, appeared shghtly vexed and 
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merit before, she turned her face towards the 
crowd The carver stood beside his creation 
mending the beautiful fan, which by some ac- 
adent was broken in her hand But there was 
no longer any motion m the lifelike image, nor 
any real woman m the w orkshop, nor even the 
witchcraft of a sunny shadow, that might have 
deluded people’s eves as it flitted along the 
street- Captam Hunnewell, too, had vanished. 
His hoarse sea -breezy tones, however, were 
audible on the other side of a door that opened 
upon the water. 

“ Sit down m the stem sheets, my lady,” 
said the gallant captain “ Come, bear a hand, 
you lubbers, and set us on board in the turning 
of a minute-glass ” 

And then was heard the stroke of oars 

“ Drowne,” said Copley, with a smile of in- 
telligence, “ you have been a truly fortunate 
man What pamter or statuary ever had such 
a subject ' No wonder that she mspired a 
genius mto you, and first created the artist who 
afterwards created her image ” 

Drowne looked at him with a visage that 
bore the traces of tears, but from which the 
light of imagmation and sensibility, so recendy 
illuminating it, had departed. He was again 
the mechamcal carver that he had been known 
to be all his lifetime 

“ I hardly understand what you mean, Mr 
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Co,'lr^ , he, inutm^ hr. Inml (o hr hrow 
*• 1 hi invc' C in it ln\c hern ni\ unrl ^ 
Well, 1 hue uronrht it in i I iiul ot' (in un , 
nmi nin\ tint 1 nm hniKi i\\ ike I imrt •ict nhout 
tin .liiri" \o idcr timirc otWiiminl \ trnnn " 

\ ni forthuith lu cmploNcd limndr on the 
'itolui countrmnoc ot one of hr uooiltn pro- 
cen\,nn<i completed u in lir oun mtclnimnl 
Ir, fnim which he wns never known nfier- 
wnrdi to devntc lie followed hr Inisine';*; 
induitrioirh for nnn\ vein, icquircd n com- 
petence, md m the litter ]nrt of hr life nt- 
nmed to i dignified stition in the church, — 
being remembered in records itid tnditions is 
Deicon Drowne, the cincr One of hr pro- 
ductions, in Indnn chief, gilded ill over, stood 
dunng the licttcr pirt of n centun on the cu- 
pola of the Province House, hedarrhng the 
eves of those wlio looked upward, like an angel 
of the sun Another work of the good dea- 
con’s hand — a reduced likeness of his fnend 
Captiin Hunncwell, holding a telescope and 
quadrant — mil be seen to this dav, at the 
corner of Broad ind State streets, serv'ing m the 
useful capacity of sign to the shop of a nautical 
instrument maker We know not how to ac- 
count for the inferiority of this quaint old fig- 
ure, as compared with the recorded excellence 
of the Oaken Lady, unless on the supposition 
that in every human spirit there is imagination, 
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sensibility, creative power, genius, which, ac- 
cording to circumstances, may either be devel- 
oped in this world, or shrouded in a mask of 
dulness until another state of being To our 
fnend Drowne there came a brief season of e\- 
atement, kindled by love It rendered him a 
genius for that one occasion, but, quenched in 
disappointment, left him again the mechanical 
carver in wood, without the pover even of ap- 
preciating the work that his own hands had 
wrought Yet who can doubt that the very 
highest state to which a human spirit can attain, 
in Its loftiest aspirations, is its truest and most 
natural state, and that Drowne was more con- 
sistent with himself when he wrought the admir- 
able figure of the mysterious lady, than when 
he perpetrated a whole progeny of blockheads ? 

There was a rumor in Boston, about this 
penod, that a young Portuguese lady of rank, on 
some occasion of political or domestic disquie- 
tude, had fled from her home in Fayal and put 
herself under the protection of Captain Hunne- 
well, on board of whose vessel, and at whose 
residence, she was sheltered until a change of 
affairs This fair stranger must have been the 
onginal of Drowne’s Wooden Image 
io8 



THI INTFLLIGINXI OFFICE 


A GRA\ I- figTirc, with a pair of mysteri- 
ous spectacles on his nose and a pen 
behind his ear, was seated at a desk in 
the corner of a metropolitan office The apart- 
ment w'as fitted up w'lth a counter, and furnished 
with an oaken cabinet and a chair or two, in sim- 
ple and busmess-like style Around the walls 
were stuck advertisements of articles lost, or 
articles wanted, or articles to be disposed of, 
m one or another of which classes were com- 
prehended nearly all the conveniences, or other- 
wise, that the imagination of man has contnved 
The interior of the room was thrown into 
shadow, partly by the tall edifices that rose on 
the opposite side of the street, and partly by 
the immense show bills of blue and cnmson 
paper that were expanded over each of the 
three windows Undisturbed by the tramp of 
feet, the rattle of wheels, the hum of voices, the 
shout of the city cner, the scream of the news- 
boys, and other tokens of the multitudinous 
life that surged along in front of the office, the 
figure at the desk pored diligently over a folio 
volume, of ledger-like size and aspect. He 
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looked like the spint of a record — the soul of 
his own great volume — made visible m mor- 
tal shape 

But scarcely an instant elapsed without the 
appearance at the door of some individual from 
the busy population whose vicinity was mani- 
fested by so much buzz, and clatter, and out- 
cry Now, It was a thrrnng mechanic in quest 
of a tenement that should come within his mod- 
erate means of rent , now, a ruddy Insh girl 
from the banks of Killarney, wandering from 
kitchen to kitchen of our land, while her heart 
still hung in the peat smoke of her native cot- 
tage , now, a single gentleman looking out for 
economical board, and now — for this estab- 
lishment offered an epitome of worldly pursuits 
— It was a faded beauty inquinng for her lost 
bloom , or Peter Schlemihl for his lost shadow , 
or an author of ten years’ standing for his van- 
ished reputation , or a moody man for yester- 
day’s sunshine 

At the next lifting of the latch there entered 
a person with his hat awry upon his head, his 
clothes perversely ill suited to his form, his 
eyes staring in directions opposite to their in- 
telligence, and a certain odd unsuitableness per- 
vading his whole figure Wherever he might 
chance to be, whether m palace or cottage, 
church or market, on land or sea, or even at 
his own fireside, he must have worn the char- 
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nctcns,ic c\]'»rL‘-<;ion of *i nnn out of Ins right 
plicr 

" ^hl^, ’ juqutrtd he, putting hii que‘;tion in 
the lorni of nn n^sirtion, "this is the Centn! 
Intilllgence Ofiice ' ” 

" l‘\en so," nnsucreil the figure at the desk, 
turning another leaf of his \oIume, he then 
looked the applicant in the face and said briefly, 
“ Your husincss ? *’ 

" I w-ant,” s-vid the latter with tremulous ear- 
nestness, " a place ' " 

" place ' and of what nature ^ ” asked tlic 
Intelligencer " I here are nianj vacant, or 
soon to he so, some of which will probably 
suit, since thc\ range from that of a footman 
up to a scat at the counal board, or m the cabi- 
net, or a throne, or a presidential chair ” 

1 he stranger stood pondenng before the 
desk with an unquiet, dissatisfied air — a dull, 
vague pain of heart, expressed by a slight con- 
tortion of the brow’ — an earnestness of glance, 
that asked and expected, yet continually wa- 
vered as if distrusting In short, he evidently 
wanted, not in a physical or intellectual sense, 
but with an urgent moral necessity that is the 
hardest of all things to satisfy, since it knows 
not Its ow'n object 

" Ah, you mistake me ' " said he at length, 
wath a gesture of nerv’ous impatience “ Either 
of the places you mention, indeed, might answer 
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my puqDose , or, more probably, none of them 
I want my place > my own place • my true place 
in the w'orld ! my proper sphere ' my thing to 
do, which nature intended me to perform when 
she fashioned me thus awry, and which I have 
vainly sought all my lifetime ' Whether it be 
a footman’s duty or a king’s is of little conse- 
quence, so it be naturally mine Can you help 
me here? ” 

“ I will enter your application,” answered the 
Intelhgencer, at the same time wnting a few 
lines m his volume “ But to undertake such a 
business, I tell you frankly, is quite apart from 
the ground covered by my ofhcial duties Ask 
for something specific, and it may doubtless 
be negotiated for you On your compliance with 
the conditions But were I to go further, I 
should have the whole population of the city 
upon my shoulders , since far the greater pro- 
portion of them are, more or less, in your pre- 
dicament.” 

The apphcant sank into a fit of despondency, 
and passed out of the door without again lifting 
his eyes , and, if he died of the disappointment, 
he was probably buned in the wrong tomb, 
inasmuch as the fatality of such people never 
deserts them, and whether alive or dead they 
are invanably out of place 

Almost immediately another foot was heard 
on the threshold A youth entered hastily. 
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the article to select from Herein, if I mistake 
not, comes a pretty fair sample ” 

Even as he spoke the door was gentlj’’ and 
slowly thrust ajar, affording a glimpse of the 
slender figure of a young girl, — who, as she 
timidly entered, seemed to bring the light and 
cheerfulness of the outer atmosphere into the 
somewhat gloomy apartment. We know not 
her errand there, nor can we reveal whether the 
young man gave up his heart into her custody 
If so, the arrangement was neither better nor 
worse than in mnety-mne cases out of a hun- 
dred, where the parallel sensibilities of a similar 
age, importunate affections, and the easy satis- 
faction of characters not deeply consaous of 
themselves, supply the place of any profounder 
sympathy 

Not always, however, was the agency of the 
passions and affections an office of so little 
trouble It happened rarely, indeed, in pro- 
portion to the cases that came under an ordinary 
rule, but still it did happen — that a heart was 
occasionally brought hither of such exquisite 
material, so delicately attempered, and so curi- 
ously wrought, that no other heart could be 
found to match it It might almost be con- 
sidered a misfortune, in a worldly point of 
view, to be the possessor of such a diamond 
of the purest water, since in any reasonable 
probabihty it could only be exchanged for an 
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hnr.s whiih ln\ c thnr WLllepnng in the m- 
fin'tc, iiul cont tin incxliiuetihlc s\ni]nthite, 
eltoultl t\cr he doomed to pour themethLS 
in’o slnllow \teeLle, md time livish their rich 
illectioiie on the ground Strmge tint the 
finer ind deeper mture, whether in min or 
womin, while poeseseed of c\en other dehcitt 
imtinct, ehould eo often hek tint most iinilu- 
ihle one of proseiwing itself from contimimtion 
with whit IS of 1 hiser kind' Sometimes, it 
IS true, tile spirituil fountain is kept pure by 
1 wisdom within itself, ind spirkles into the 
light of heineii without a stain from the cirthy 
stnti through which it Ind gushed upward 
And sometimes, e\cn here on earth, the pure 
mingles with the pure, and the inexhaustible 
IS recompensed with the infinite But these 
miracles, though he should claim the credit of 
them, arc far beyond tlic scope of such a super- 
ficial agent in human affairs as the figure in the 
mastcrious spectacles 

Again the door w'ls opened, admitting the 
hustle of the city with a fresher reverberation 
into the Intelligence Office Now entered a 
man of w’oebegone and downcast look, — it 
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was such an aspect as if he had lost the very 
soul out of his body, and had traversed ail the 
world over, searching in the dust of the high- 
ways, and along the shadv footpaths, and be- 
neath the leaves of the forest, and among the 
sands of the seashore, in hopes to recover it 
again He had bent an anxious glance along 
the pavement of the street as he came hither- 
ward ; he looked also in the angle of the door- 
step, and upon the floor of the room, and, 
finally, coming up to the man of Intelligence, 
he gazed through the inscrutable spectacles 
which the latter wore, as if the lost treasure 
might be hidden within his eves 

“I have lost” — he b^n, and then he 
paused 

“Yes,” said the Intelhcencer, “I see that 
you have lost — but what^” 

“ I have lost a preaous jewel ' ” replied the 
unfortunate person, “ the like of which is not 
to be found among any pnnce’s treasures 
While I possessed it, the contemplation of it 
was mv sole and suinaent happiness No price 
should have purchased it of me, but it has 
fallen from mv bosom where I wore it m my 
careless wanderings about the atv ” 

After causing the stranger to descnbe the 
marks of his lost jewel, the Intellieencer opened 
a drawer of the oaken cabinet which has been 
mentioned as formmg a part of the furmture 
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of the room. Here were deposited whatever 
articles Ind been picked up in the streets, until 
the nght owners should claim them It was 
a strange and heterogeneous collection Not 
the least remarkable part of it was a great num- 
ber of wedding nngs, each one of w'hich had 
been nveted upon the finger with holy a^ow's, 
and all the mastic potency that the most sol- 
emn ntes could attain, but had, nevertheless, 
proa’cd too slipper}' for the avearer’s angilance 
The gold of some aa’as avorn thin, betokening 
the attntion of years of aa'cdlock, others, glitter- 
ing from the jeweller’s shop, must have been 
lost aaithin the honeymoon There were ivory 
tablets, the leaa'cs scnbbled over with sentiments 
that had been the deepest truths of the avnter’s 
earlier j'cars, but avhich avere now quite ob- 
literated from his memory So scrupulously 
aaere articles preseiwed in this depositor}', that 
not ea'en aaathered flowers were rejected , avhite 
roses, and blush roses, and moss roses, fit 
emblems of virgin punty and shamefacedness, 
which had been lost or flung away, and tram- 
pled into the pollution of the streets , locks of 
hair — the golden and the glossy dark — the 
long tresses of woman and the ensp curls of 
man, signified that lovers were now and then 
so heedless of the faith intrusted to them as 
to drop its symbol from the treasure place of 
the bosom. Many of these things were im- 
117 



MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE 


/Lued with perfumes, and perhaps a sweet scent 
jhad departed from the lives of their former 
^possessors ever since they had so wilfully or 
jneghgently lost them Here were gold pencil 
'cases, little ruby hearts with golden arrow's 
through them, bosom pins, pieces of coin, and 
small articles of ever)’^ descnption, compnsing 
nearly all that have been lost since a long time 
ago Most of them, doubtless, had a history 
and a meaning, if there were time to search it 
out and room to tell it Whoever has missed 
anything valuable, w’hether out of his heart, 
mind, or pocket, would do w'ell to make inquiry 
at the Central Intelligence Office 

And in the corner of one of the drawers of 
the oaken cabinet, after considerable research, 
was found a great pearl, looking like the soul 
of celestial punty congealed and polished 

“ There is my jewel ' my very pearl ' ” cned 
the stranger, almost beside himself with rapture 
“ It IS mine ! Give it me, this moment, or I 
shall pensh > ” 

“ I perceive,” said the Man of Intelligence, 
examining it more closely, “ that this is the 
Pearl of Great Price ” 

“ The very same,” answered the stranger. 
Judge, then, of my misery at losing it out of 
my bosom ' Restore it to me ' I must not 
live without It an instant longer ” 

“ Pardon me,” rejoined the Intelligencer 

ii8 



nn iM n m(;i nci oi i in 


cn’i iK " You T-"! \\!nt j< ln\niuinn 
*1 h, jHii!, T \iiu\\tll Iiun\,is lirld tipon 
p'-vul ir t( nirc ntul ln\ ini: ontc kt it cscnjn 
r. iiM \ <nir 1 1 ( [viip, \ (Ml ln\ t tin prtittr chin 
to u — in\ , not voi^rtit — t' uu ntht.r jitrson 
1 cinno: n't it 5nok ” 

\o' coulvi the t iitn Tttes of the tin*;! nhlc nnii 
— uho«;i\i. luforc Ills t\ts iIiL |Lwcl of Ins Iifc 
wrluni' the poucr to rcchim it — soften the 
hesr* of this stern being, impnssn c to Ininnn 
svinpTlu, though exercising such nn nppnrcnt 
influence o\er hunnn fortunes I'lnnlK the 
loser of the incstinnhle peirl clutclicci Ins Innds 
nniong Ins Inir, nnd nn nndK forth into the 
uorhi, ulnch uns nflnghted nt Ins despentc 
looks 1 here pissed Inin on the doorstep n 
fashionnhle \oung gentleman, whose business 
\Ms to inquire for a dimask rosebud, the gift of 
his lads lose, which he hid lost out of his but- 
tonhole v itliin an hour after receiMng it So 
\anous were the ernnds of those who visited 
this Centnl Oflicc, v here all human wishes 
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came up to the desk with a quick, determined 
step, and looked the Intelligencer in the face 
with a resolute eye , though, at the same time, 
some secret trouble gleamed from it in red and 
dusky light 

“ I have an estate to dispose of,” said he, with 
a brevity that seemed characteristic 
“ Descnbe it,” said the Intelligencer 
The applicant proceeded to give the bounda- 
nes of his property, its nature, comprising till- 
age, pasture, woodland, and pleasure grounds, in 
ample arcuit, together with a mansion house, 
in the construction of which it had been his 
^ object to realize a castle in the air, hardening 
Its shadowy walls into granite, and rendering its 
visionary splendor perceptible to the awakened 
eye Judging from his description, it was beau- 
tiful enough to vanish like a dream, yet sub- 
stantial enough to endure for centuries He 
spoke, too, of the gorgeous furniture, the re- 
finements of upholster)’-, and all the luxunous 
artifices that combined to render this a residence 
where life might flow onward in a stream of 
golden days, undisturbed by the ruggedness 
which fate loves to fling into it 

“ I am a man of strong wdl,” said he, in con- 
clusion, " and at my first setting out m hfe, as 
a poor, unfnended youth, I resolved to make 
myself the possessor of such a mansion and es- 
tate as this, together with the abundant revenue 
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ncccssan’' to uphold it I have succeeded to 
the extent of my utmost vish And this is the 
estate which I have now concluded to dispose 
of” 

“ And your terms asked the Intelligencer, 
after taking down the particulars with which the 
stranger had supplied him 

“ Easy, abundantly easy ' ” answered the suc- 
cessful man, smiling, but with a stern and almost 
frightful contraction of the brow, as if to quell 
an inward pang “ I have been engaged in va- 
nous sorts of business — a distiller, a trader to 
Afnca, an East India merchant, a speculator in 
the stocks — and, in the course of these affairs, 
have contracted an incumbrance of a certain na- 
ture The purchaser of the estate shall merely 
be required to assume this burden to himself” 
“ I understand you,” said the man of Intel- 
ligence, putting his pen behind his ear “ I 
fear that no bargain can be negotiated on these 
conditions Very probably the next possessor 
may acquire the estate with a similar incum- 
brance, but It will be of his own contracting, 
and will not lighten your burden in the least.” 

“And am I to live on,” fiercely exclaimed 
the stranger, “ with the dirt of these accursed 
acres and the granite of this infernal mansion 
crushing down my soul ^ How if I should 
turn the edifice into an almshouse or a hospital, 
or tear it down and build a church ^ ” 
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“You can at least make the expenment,” 
said the Intelligencer , “ but the whole matter 
IS one which you must settle for yourself” 

The man of deplorable success withdrew, and 
got into his coach, which rattled off lightly over 
the wooden pavements, though laden with the 
weight of much land, a statelv house, and pon- 
derous heaps of gold, all compressed into an 
evil conscience 

There now appeared many applicants for 
places , among the most noteworthy of whom 
was a small, smoke-dried figure, v ho gave him- 
self out to be one of the bad spints that had 
waited upon Doctor Faustus m his laboratory 
He pretended to show a certificate of character, 
which, he averred, had been given him by that 
famous necromancer, and countersigned by sev- 
eral masters whom he had subsequently served 
“ I am afraid, my good friend,” observed the 
Intelligencer, “ that your chance of getting a 
service is but poor Nowadays men act the 
evil spint for themselves and their neighbors, 
and play the part more effectually than ninety- 
rune out of a hundred of your fraternity ” 

But, just as the poor fiend was assuming a 
vaponsh consistency, — being about to vanish 
through the floor in sad disappointment and 
chagnn, — the editor of a political newspaper 
chanced to enter the office in quest of a scnbbler 
of party paragraphs The former servant of 
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Doctor Faustusj with some misgivings as to his 
sufficienc)'^ of venom, was allowed to try his hand 
in this capacity Next appeared, likewise seek- 
ing a service, the mystenous Man in Red, who 
had aided Bonaparte m his ascent to impenal 
power He was examined as to his qualifica- 
tions by an aspinng politician, but finally re- 
jected, as lacking familiarity with the cunning 
tactics of the present day 

People continued to succeed each other with 
as much briskness as if everybody turned aside, 
out of the roar and tumult of the city, to record 
here some want, or superfluity, or desire Some 
had goods or possessions, of which they wished 
to negotiate the sale A China merchant bad 
lost his health by a long residence in that wasting 
climate He very liberally offered his disease, 
and his wealth along with it, to any physiaan 
who would nd him of both together A sol- 
dier offered his wreath of laurels for as good a 
leg as that which it had cost him on the battle- 
field One poor weary wretch desired nothing 
but to be accommodated with any creditable 
method of laying down his hfe , for misfortune 
and pecuniary trembles had so subdued his spir- 
its that he could no longer conceive the possi- 
bility of happiness, nor had the heart to try for 
It Nevertheless, happening to overhear some 
conversation in the Intelligence Office respect- 
ing wealth to be rapidly accumulated by a certain 
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mode of speculation, he resolved to live out this 
one other experiment of better fortune Manj” 
persons desired to exchange their youthful vices 
for others better suited to the gravity of advan- 
cing age , a few, we arc glad to sa) , made earnest 
efforts to exchange vice for virtue, and, hard as 
the bargain was, succeeded in effecting it But 
It was remarkable that what all were the least 
willing to give up, even on the most advanta- 
geous terms, were the habits, the oddities, the 
charactenstic traits, the little ndiculous indul- 
gences, somewhere between faults and follies, 
of which nobody but themselves could under- 
stand the fascination 

The great folio, in which the Man of Intel- 
ligence recorded all these freaks of idle hearts, 
and aspirations of deep hearts, and desperate 
longings of miserable hearts, and evil prayers of 
perverted hearts, would be curious reading w^ere 
It possible to obtain it for publication Human 
character in its individual developments hu- 
man nature in the mass — may best be studied 
in Its wishes , and this was the record of them 
all There was an endless diversity of mode and 
circumstance, yet withal such a similarity in the 
real groundwork, that any one page of the vol- 
ume — whether wntten in the days before the 
Flood, or the yesterday that is just gone by, 
or to be wntten on the morrow that is close at 
hand, or a thousand ages hence — might serve 
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as a specimen of the whole Not but that 
there were wild sallies of fantasy that could 
scarcely occur to more than one man’s brain, 
whether reasonable or lunatic The strangest 
wishes — yet most incident to men who had 
gone deep into scientific pursuits, and attained 
a high intellectual stage, though not the lofti- 
est — were to contend with Nature, and wrest 
from her some secret or some power which she 
had seen fit to withhold from mortal grasp 
She loves to delude her aspiring students, and 
mock them with mysteries that seem but just 
beyond their utmost reach To concoct new 
minerals, to produce new forms of vegetable life, 
to create an insect, if nothing higher in the living 
scale, is a sort of wish that has often revelled in 
the breast of a man of science An astronomer, 
who lived far more among the distant worlds 
of space than in this lower sphere, recorded a 
wish to behold the opposite side of the moon, 
which, unless the system of the firmament be 
reversed, she can never turn towards the earth 
On the same page of the volume was wntten 
the wish of a little child to have the stars for 
playthings 

The most ordinary wish, that was wntten 
down with weansome recurrence, was, of course, 
for wealth, wealth, wealth, in sums from a few 
shillings up to unreckonable thousands But 
m reality this often repeated expression covered 
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as many different desires Wealth is the golden 
essence of the outward world, embodying almost 
evei^^thing that exists beyond the limits of the 
soul , and therefore it is the natural yearning 
for the life in the midst of which we find our- 
selves, and of which gold is the condition of en- 
jo) ment, that men abndge into this general 
wish Here and there, it is true, the volume 
testified to some heart so perv^erted as to desire 
gold for Its ow n sake M any washed for power , 
a strange desire indeed, since it is but another 
form of slaveiw Old people wished for the 
delights of youth , a fop, for a fashionable coat, 
an idle reader, for a new novel , a versifier, for 
a rhyme to some stubborn word , a painter, for 
Tman’s secret of coloring, a prince, for a cot- 
tage , a republican, for a kingdom and a palace , 
a libertine, for his neighbor’s wife , a man of 
palate, for green peas , and a poor man, for a 
crust of bread The ambitious desires of public 
men, elsewhere so craftily concealed, were here 
expressed openly and boldly, side by side with 
the unselfish wishes of the philanthropist for 
the welfare of the race, so beautiful, so comfort- 
ing, in contrast with the egotism that continu- 
ally weighed self against the world Into the 
darker secrets of the Book of Wishes we will 
not penetrate 

It would be an instructive employment for a 
student of mankind, perusing this volume care- 
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fntli from t corrupted heirt, often pisses into 
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the hid and more errors of the \ iriuous , higher 
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in short, 1 more perplexing annlgimition of 
Mcc ind Mrtue thin wc witness m the outward 
world Decenci and evterml conscience often 
produce i fir Purer outside than is warranted 
1)\ the stuns within And he it owned, on the 
other hind, tint a man seldom repeats to his 
nearest friend, any more thin he rcilircs in act, 
the purest wishes, which, at some blessed time 
or other, hai c arisen from the depths of his na- 
ture ind witnessed for him in this volume Yet 
there is enough on ever)* leaf to make the good 
man shudder for his own wild and idle wishes, 
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as well as for the sinner, whose whole life is the 
incarnation of a wicked desire 

But again the door is opened, and we hear 
the tumultuous stir of the world — a deep and 
awful sound, expressing in another form some 
portion of what is wntten in the volume that 
lies before the Man of Intelligence A grand- 
fatherly personage tottered hastil) into the 
office, wnth such an earnestness in his infirm 
alaenty that his white hair floated backward as 
he hurried up to the desk, w'hile his dim eyes 
caught a momentar)’- lustre from his vehemence 
of purpose This venerable figure explained 
that he was in search of To-Morrow 

“ I have spent all my life m pursuit of it,” 
added the sage old gentleman, “ being assured 
that To-Morrow has some vast benefit or other 
in store for me But I am now getting a little 
m years, and must make haste , for, unless I 
overtake To-Morrow soon, I begin to be afraid 
it will finally escape me ” 

“This fugitive To-Morrow, my venerable 
fnend,” said the Man of Intelligence, “is a 
stray child of Time, and is flying from his 
father into the region of the infinite Continue 
your pursuit, and you wnll doubtless come up 
with him , but as to the earthly gifts which you 
expect, he has scattered them all among a throng 
of Yesterdays ” 

Obliged to content himself with this enig- 
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V nnn now entered, in neglected attire, with 
the aspect of t thinker, hut somewhat too 
rough-hewn and hnwin fon scholar J lis fact 
wns full of sturdv \igor, with some finer and 
keener attrilnite beneath 1 hough harsh at 
first, It was tempered th the glow of a large, 
warm heart, which had force enough to heat his 
powerful intellect through and through He 
ad\ anced to the Intelligencer and looked at him 
with a glance of such stern sincentv that per- 
haps few secrets were hejond its scope 
“ I seek for 'I ruth,” said he 
“It IS precisely the most rare pursuit that 
has ever come under my cognizance,” replied 
the Intelligencer, as he made the new inscnp- 
tion in his volume “ Most men seek to im- 
pose some cunning falsehood upon themselves 
for truth But I can lend no help to your 
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researches You must achieve the miracle for 
yourself At some fortunate moment you may 
find Truth at your side, or perhaps she may be 
mistily discerned far in advance, or possibly be- 
hind you ” 

“ Not behind me,” said the seeker , “ for I 
have left nothing on my track without a thor- 
ough investigation She flits before me, pass- 
ing now through a naked solitude, and now min- 
gling with the throng of a popular assembly, 
and now wnting with the pen of a French phi- 
losopher, and now standing at the altar of an 
old cathedral, in the guise of a Catholic priest 
performing the high mass O wear)' search I 
But I must not falter, and surely my heart- 
deep quest of Truth shall avail at last ” 

He paused and fixed his eyes upon the In- 
telligencer with a depth of investigation that 
seemed to hold commerce with the inner nature 
of this being, wholly regardless of his external 
development 

“ And what are you said he “ It will not 
satisfy me to point to this fantastic show of an 
Intelligence Office and this mockery of busi- 
ness Tell me what is beneath it, and what 
your real agency in hfe, and your influence 
upon mankind ” 

“ Yours IS a mind,” answered the Man of 
Intelligence, “ before which the forms and fan- 
tasies that conceal the inner idea from the 
130 



THE INTELLIGENCE OFFICE 


multitude vanish at once and leave the naked 
reality beneath Know, then, the secret My 
agency in worldly action, my connection with 
the press, and tumult, and intermingling, and 
development of human affairs, is merely delu- 
sive The desire of man’s heart does for him 
whatever I seem to do I am no minister of 
action, but the Recording Spirit ” 

What further secrets were then spoken re- 
mains a mystery, inasmuch as the roar of the 
city, the bustle of human business, the outcry 
of the jostling masses, the rush and tumult of 
man’s life m its noisy and brief career, arose so 
high that It drowned the words of these t\vo 
talkers , and whether they stood talking m the 
moon, or m Vanity Fair, or m a aty of this 
actual world, is more than I can say 
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O NE of the few jncidcnts of Indnn war- 
fare natiirallv *;usccptible of the moon- 
light of romance was that expedition 
undertaken for the defence of the frontiers in 
the year 1725, winch resulted m the well-re- 
membered “ Lo\ ell’s Eight ” Imagination, b) 
casting certain circumstances judiciall) into the 
shade, may see much to admire in the heroism 
of a little band who ga^c battle to twice their 
number m the heart of the cnem) ’s country 
The open bravery displa%ed by both parties 
w'as in accordance with civilized ideas of \ alor , 
and chivalry itself might not blush to record 
the deeds of one or t%\o individuals The 
battle, though so fatal to those who fought, was 
not unfortunate in its consequences to the coun- 
try , for It broke the strength of a tribe and 
conduced to the peace which subsisted during 
several ensuing years History and tradition 
are unusually minute in their memorials of this 
affair , and the captain of a scouting party of 
frontier men has acquired as actual a military 
renown as many a victonous leader of thousands 
Some of the incidents contained m the followang 
pages will be recognized, notwithstanding the 
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substitution of fictitious names, by such as have 
heard, from old men’s lips, the fate of the few 
combatants who were in a condition to retreat 
after “ Lovell’s Fight ” 

The early sunbeams hovered cheerfully upon 
the tree-tops, beneath which two weary and 
wounded men had stretched their limbs the 
night before Their bed of withered oak leaves 
was strewn upon the small level space at the foot 
of a rock, situated near the summit of one of 
the gentle swells by which the face of the coun- 
try IS there diversified The mass of granite, 
reanng its smooth, flat surface fifteen or twenty 
feet above their heads, was not unlike a gigantic 
gravestone, upon which the veins seemed to 
form an inscnption in forgotten characters On 
a tract of several acres around this rock, oaks 
and other hard -wood trees had supplied the 
place of the pines which were the usual growth 
of the land , and a young and vigorous sapling 
stood close beside the travellers 

The severe wound of the elder man had 
probably depnved him of sleep , for, so soon 
as the first ray of sunshine rested on the top of 
the highest tree, he reared himself painfully from 
his recumbent posture and sat erect The deep 
lines of his countenance and the scattered gray 
of his hair marked him as past the middle age , 
but his muscular frame would, but for the effects 
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of his wound, have been as capable of sustain- 
ing fatigue as in the early v igor of life Languor 
and exhaustion now sat upon his haggard fea- 
tures , and the despainng glance w’hich he sent 
forw'ard through the depths of the forest proved 
his own conviction that liis pilgrimage was at an 
end He next turned his eyes to the compan- 
ion w ho reclined by his side The } outh — for 
he had scarcely attained the j ears of manhood — 
lay, with his head upon his arm, in the embrace 
of an unquiet sleep, which a thnll of pain from 
his wounds seemed each moment on the point 
of breaking His right hand grasped a musket , 
and, to judge from the violent action of his fea- 
tures, his slumbers w’cre bringing back a vision 
of the conflict of which he w'as one of the few 
survivors A shout — deep and loud in his 
dreaming fancy 7— found its way in an imper- 
fect murmur to his lips , and, starting even at 
the slight sound of his own voice, he suddenly 
awoke The first act of reviving recollection 
was to make anxious inquines respecting the 
condition of his wounded fellow traveller The 
latter shook his head 

“ Reuben, my boy,” said he, “ this rock be- 
neath which we sit will serve for an old hunter’s 
gravestone There is many and many a long 
mile of howling wilderness before us yet , nor 
would It avail me anything if the smoke of my 
own chimney were but on the other side of that 
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swell of land The Indian bullet was deadlier 
than I thought ” 

“ You are wear)' with our three days’ travel,” 
replied the youth, “ and a little longer rest will 
recruit you Sit you here while I search the 
woods for the herbs and roots that must be our 
sustenance , and, ha\nng eaten, you shall lean 
on me, and we will turn our faces homeward 
I doubt not that, with my help, you can attain 
to some one of the frontier gamsons ” 

“ There is not two days’ life m me, Reuben,” 
said the other calmly, “and I will no longer 
burden you with my useless body, when you 
can scarcely support your own Your wounds 
are deep and your strength is failing fast , yet, 
if you hasten onward alone, you may be pre- 
served For me there is no hope, and I will 
await death here ” , 

“ If It must be so, I will remain and watch 
by you,” said Reuben resolutely 

“ No, my son, no,” rejoined his companion 
“ Let the wish of a dying man have weight with 
you , give me one grasp of your hand, and get 
you hence Think you that my last moments 
will be eased by the thought that I leave you to 
die a more lingenng death I have loved you 
like a father, Reuben , and at a time like this 
I should have something of a father’s author- 
ity I charge you to be gone, that I may die 
in peace ” 
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“ And because you have been a father to me, 
should I therefore leave you to pensh and to 
lie unbuned in the wilderness? ” exclaimed the 
youth “ No , if your end be in truth approach- 
ing, I will watch by you and receive your part- 
ing words I will dig a grave here by the rock, 
in which, if my weakness overcome me, we will 
rest together , or, if Heaven gives me strength, 
I will seek my way home ” 

“ In the cities and wherever men dwell,” re- 
plied the other, “ they bury their dead m the 
earth , they hide them from the sight of the liv- 
ing , but here, where no step may pass perhaps 
for a hundred years, wherefore should I not 
rest beneath the open sky, covered only by the 
oak leaves when the autumn winds shall strew 
them? And for a monument, here is this 
gray rock, on which my dying hand shall carve 
the name of Roger Malvm , and the traveller 
in days to come will know that here sleeps a 
hunter and a wamor Tarry not, then, for a 
folly like this, but hasten away, if not for your 
own sake, for hers who will else be desolate ” 
Malvm spoke the last few words in a falter- 
ing voice, and their effect upon his companion 
was strongly visible They reminded him that 
there were other and less questionable duties 
than that of shanng the fate of a man whom his 
death could not benefit Nor can it be affirmed 
that no selfish feeling strove to enter Reuben’s 
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heart, though the consaousness made him more 
earnestly resist his companion’s entreaties 
“ How terrible to wait the slow approach of 
death m this solitude ’ ” evclaimcd he “ A 
brave min docs not shrink m the battle, and, 
when friends stand round the bed, even women 
mav die composedh , but here” — 

“ I shall not shnnk c\ en here, Reuben 
Bourne,” interrupted Malvin “ I am a man 
of no weak heart, and, if I were, there is a surer 
support than that of earthly fnends You are 
young, and life is dear to ) ou Your last mo- 
ments will need comfort far more than mine , 
and when you have laid me in the earth, and 
arc alone, and night is settling on the forest, 
you will feel all the bitterness of the death that 
may now be escaped But I \nll urge no self- 
ish motive to )our generous nature Leave 
me for my sake, that, having said a prayer for 
your safeti', I may have space to settle my ac- 
count undisturbed by worldly sorrows ” 

“ And your daughter, — how shall I dare to 
meet her eye ? exclaimed Reuben “ She will 
ask the fate of her father, whose life I vowed 
to defend with my own Must I tell her that 
he travelled three days’ march with me from 
the field of battle and that then I left him to 
pensh in the wilderness? Were it not better 
to he down and die by your side than to return 
safe and say this to Dorcas ? ” 
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“Tell my daughter,” said Roger Mahin, 
“ that, though yourself sore v oundcd, and weak, 
and wear)', you kd m^ tottenng footsteps for 
many a mile, and left me only at my earnest 
entreaty, because I would not ha\ c } our blood 
upon my soul Tell her that through pam 
and danger you were faithful, — and that, if 
your life-blood could have saved me, it would 
have flowed to its last drop , and tell her that 
you w ill be something dearer than a father, and 
that my blessing is with you both, and that mv 
dying eyes can sec a long and pleasant path m 
which you will journey together ” 

As Malvin spoke he almost raised himself 
from the ground, and the cnerg)' of his con- 
cluding words seemed to fill the wild and lonely 
forest with a vision of happiness , but, w'hen he 
sank exhausted upon his bed of oak leaves, the 
light which had kindled in Reuben’s eye was 
quenched He felt as if it were both sm and 
folly to think of happiness at such a moment 
His companion watched his changing counte- 
nance, and sought with generous art to w lie him 
to his own good 

“ Perhaps I deceive myself in regard to the 
time I have to live,” he resumed “It may be 
that, wath speedy assistance, I might recover of 
my wound The foremost fugitives must, ere 
this, have carried tidings of our fatal battle to 
the frontiers, and parties ivill be out to succor 
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those in like condition with ourselves Should 
vou meet one of these and guide them hither, 
who can tell but that I may sit by my own fire- 
side again ? ” 

A mournful smile strayed across the fea- 
tures of the dying man as he insinuated that 
unfounded hope, — which, how'cver, w'as not 
without Its effect on Reuben No merely self- 
ish motive, nor even the desolate condition of 
Dorcas, could have induced him to desert his 
companion at such a moment — but his washes 
sewed on the thought that Malvm’s life might 
be presetted, and his sanguine nature height- 
ened almost to certainty the remote possibility 
of procuring human aid 

“ Surely there is reason, weighty reason, to 
hope that fnends are not far distant,” he said 
half aloud “ There fled one coward, un- 
wounded, in the beginning of the fight, and 
most probablv he made good speed Every 
true man on the frontier would shoulder his 
musket at the news , and, though no party 
may range so far into the woods as this, I shall 
perhaps encounter them in one dayV march 
Counsel me faithfully,” he added, turning to 
Malvin, in distrust of his own motives “ Were 
your situation mine, would you desert me while 
life remained ^ ” 

“It IS now twenty years,” replied Roger 
Malvin, — sighing, however, as he secretly ac- 
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knowledgcd the wide dissimilaritv between the 
two cases, — “it is now' twenty ) cars since J 
escaped with one dear fnend from Jndnn cap- 
tivitN' near Montreal We journeyed many 
days through the woods, till at length, over- 
come with hunger and weariness, in) friend, lay 
dow'n and besought me to leave him , for he 
knew that, if I remained, we both must pensh , 
and, with but little hope of obtaining succor, I 
heaped a pillow of dty leaves beneath his head 
and hastened on ” 

“ And did )’’Ou return in time to save him ? ” 
asked Reuben, hanging on Malvin’s w’ords as 
if they were to be prophetic of his own success 
“ I did,” answered the other “ I came upon 
the camp of a hunting-part)' before sunset of 
the same day I guided them to the spot w here 
my comrade was expecting death , and he is 
now a hale and hearty man upon his own farm, 
farwnthm the frontiers, while I he w'ounded here 
m the depths of the wilderness ” 

This example, powerful in affecting Reuben’s 
decision, was aided, unconsciously to himself, 
by the hidden strength of many another motive 
Roger Malvin perceived that the victory w'as 
nearly won 

“ Now, go, my son, and Heaven prosper 
you ' ” he said “ Turn not back with your 
friends when you meet them, lest your wounds 
and weariness overcome you , but send hither- 
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wiril two or thrti.tlnt nn\ l)c sjnrcd, to scnrch 
for HK , iiul lii.lic\c me, Rtul'tii, m\ hcirtwill 
he hghttr with t\tn step \ou tike tow mis 
home ” Vet there wis, perlnps, i clnnge both 
111 his coiinteinnce tiuI \oice as he sjioke thus , 
for, after all, it wxs a ghasth fate to be left e\- 
pinng in the wilderness 

Reuben Rourne, but half coneinccd that he 
was acting right!}, at length raised himself from 
the' ground and prepared himself for his de- 
parture And first, though contrary to Mal- 
\in’s wishe's, he collected a stock of roots and 
herbs, which had been their only food dunng 
the last two dais This useless supply he 
placed within reach of the dying man, for whom, 
also, he swept together a bed of dr}' oak leaves 
Then climbing to the summit of the rock, which 
on one side was rough and broken, he bent the 
oak sapling downward, and bound his handker- 
chief to the topmost branch This precaution 
was not unneccssar}' to direct any who might 
come in search of Malvin , for ever}' part of 
the rock, except its broad, smooth front, was 
concealed at a little distance by the dense un- 
dergrowth of the forest The handkerchief 
had been the bandage of a wound upon Reu- 
ben’s arm , and, as he bound it to the tree, he 
vowed by the blood that stained it that he would 
return, either to save his companion’s life or to 
lay his body in the grave He then descended, 
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and stood, with downcast eyes, to receive Roger 
Mahnn’s parting words 

The e\pcncnce of the latter suggested much 
and minute advice respecting the youth’s jour- 
ney through the trackless forest Upon this 
subject he spoke with calm earnestness, as if he 
were sending Reuben to the battle or the chase 
while he himself remained secure at home, and 
not as if the human countenance that w'as about 
to leave him were the last he would caer be- 
hold But his firmness was shaken before he 
concluded 

“ Carry my blessing to Dorcas, and saj that 
my last pra) er shall be for her and ^ ou Bid 
her to have no hard thoughts because you left 
me here,” — Reuben’s heart smote him, — “ for 
that your life would not have weighed wath you 
if Its sacnfice could have done me good She 
ivill marry you after she has mourned a little 
w'hile for her father, and Heaven grant you 
long and happy days, and may your children’s 
children stand round your death-bed ' And, 
Reuben,” added he, as the w'eakness of mortal- 
ity made its way at last, “ return, when your 
wounds are healed and yourweanness refreshed, 
— return to this wild rock, and lay my bones 
in the grave, and say a praj er over them ” 

An almost superstitious regard, arising per- 
haps from the customs of the Indians, whose 
war was with the dead as well as the living, was 
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j'i h\ the Irniiticr inhihiniu. to tlit rues of 
< jniKurt , •’ntf thcr( ^5t nnn\ lu^niicc'' of the 
' I’^r.icof life in fhr ittcinpt to hiir\ fhoseulio 
Imi (illtii In flu ” snonl of tile « ihit.rnLS'. " 
Knil’cn, fhc’^ctori, kit the full iinportmcc of 
;lu proinnt which In most <-oltmnl\ untie to 
ri. urn t ul pcrlonn Roger Mih in'*; olnequRt 
It u n rtnnri ihle tint the htter, sptiking lin 
whole heirr in lin p irting wonK, no longer eri- 
dn\ oreil to per-tmie the \outh tint even the 
<pi<.dicst Miccor might •wnl to the presertation 
of hi life lieiihcn wn«; interinlh com meed 
tint he 'ihould see MiKin’s Iningfice no more 
Iln geiieroin niture would fun hnve deh)ed 
him. It wlnteter nsk, till the d\ing scene were 
pm , Imt the desire of existence and the hope 
of Inppiness Ind strengthened in his heart, and 
he was unahic to resist them 

“ It is enough,” said Roger Malvin, having 
listened to Reuben's promise ” Go, and God 
speed s on ' ” 

1 he a outh pressed his hand in silence, turned, 
and w as departing H is slow and faltering steps, 
howceer, had borne him but a little way before 
Malvin’s voice recalled him 

“ Reuben, Reuben,” said he faintly , and 
Reuben returned and knelt dowm by the dying 
man 

“ Raise me, and let me lean against the rock,” 
was his last request “ My face will be turned 
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towards home, and I shall see you a moment 
longer as you pass among the trees ” 

Reuben, having made the desired alteration 
m his companion’s posture, again began his sol- 
itary pilgrimage He walked more hastily at 
first than was consistent with his strength , for 
a sort of guilty feeling, which sometimes tor- 
ments men in their most justifiable acts, caused 
him to seek concealment from Malvm’s eyes , 
but after he had trodden far upon the rustling 
forest leaves he crept back, impelled by a wild 
and painful cunosity, and, sheltered by the earthy 
roots of an uptorn tree, gazed earnestly at the 
desolate man. The morning sun was unclouded, 
and the trees and shrubs imbibed the sweet air 
of the month of May , yet there seemed a gloom 
on Nature’s face, as if she sympathized with 
mortal pain and sorrow Roger Malvin’s hands 
were uplifted in a fervent prayer, some of the 
words of which stole through the stillness of 
the woods and entered Reuben's heart, torturing 
It with an unutterable pang They were the 
broken accents of a petition for his own hap- 
piness and that of Dorcas , and, as the youth 
listened, conscience, or something m its simili- 
tude, pleaded strongly with him to return and 
he down again by the rock He felt how hard 
was the doom of the kind and generous being 
whom he had deserted m his extremity Death 
would come like the slow approach of a corpscj 
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incapacity of motion that he at last sank down 
beneath a tree, compelled there to await death 
In this situation he w'as discovered by a party 
who, upon the first intelligence of the fight, had 
been despatched to the relief of the sun ivors 
They conveyed him to the nearest settlement, 
w^hich chanced to be that of his ow n residence 
Dorcas, in the slmpllat^’■ of the olden time, 
watched by the bedside of her wounded lover, 
and administered all those comforts that are in 
the sole gift of woman’s heart and hand Dur- 
ing several days Reuben’s recollection strayed 
drowsily among the penis and hardships through 
which he had passed, and he was incapable of 
returning definite answers to the inquiries with 
which many were eager to harass him No 
authentic particulars of the battle had yet been 
circulated , nor could mothers, wives, and chil- 
dren tell whether their loved ones were detained 
by captivity or by the stronger chain of death 
Dorcas nounshed her apprehensions in silence 
nil one afternoon when Reuben awoke from an 
unquiet sleep, and seemed to recognize her more 
perfectly than at any previous hme She saw 
that his mtellect had become composed, and she 
could no longer restrain her filial anxiety 
" My father, Reuben ? ” she began , but the 
change in her lover’s countenance made her 
pause 

The youth shrank as if with a bitter pain, 
146 




MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE 

wilderness, Reuben ^ ” was the question by which 
her filial piety manifested itself 

“ My hands were weak , but I did what I 
could,” replied the youth in a smothered tone 
“ There stands a noble tombstone above his 
head , and I would to Heaven 1 slept as soundly 
as he ’ ” 

Dorcas, perceiving the wildness of his latter 
words, inquired no further at the time , but her 
heart found ease m the thought that Roger 
Malvin had not lacked such funeral ntes as it 
was possible to bestow The tale of Reuben’s 
courage and fidelity lost nothing when she com- 
municated It to her friends , and the poor youth, 
tottenng from his sick-chamber to breathe the 
sunny air, experienced from every tongue the 
miserable and humiliating torture of unmerited 
praise All acknowledged that he might wor- 
thily demand the hand of the fair maiden to 
whose father he had been “ faithful unto death , ” 
and, as my tale is not of love, it shall suffice to 
say that in the space of a few months Reuben 
became the husband of Dorcas Malvm Dur- 
ing the mamage ceremony the bnde was covered 
with blushes, but the bndegroom’s face was pale 
There was now in the breast of Reuben 
Bourne an incommunicable thought — some- 
thing which he was to conceal most heedfully 
from her whom he most loved and trusted He 
regretted, deeply and bitterly, the moral cow- 
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•'tiitrrtln' Inti n<.triinrti In' v oni- when hew is 
"hinit It) li* t In I tin iniih tn Don. is , hur pride, 
the lent)! luntkctinn, (Ir drnd of uni- 

\cnl <i.orn, lori^iiit Itini to rtctih this fihe- 
ht'iiii lie kit thit for UiMug Unger MiKin 
he (h mni no censure Ilis presence, the 
r'^ttuunin sicnllcc of his own life, would ln\c 
idiicd onl\ mother nnd n needle's igoin to the 
list nioinents of the eleing nnn , hut conceil- 
nicnt hid inijnrted to i justifnide act much of 
the secret effect of guilt , md Keiihcn, while rci- 
snn told him tint he hid done nght, evpcncnced 
in no snnll degree the mcntil horrors which 
punish the perpetrator of undiscoe creel cnnic 
U\ 1 ccrtiin issocntion of ideis, he at times 
almost inngined himself i murderer horeeirs, 
also, 1 thought would occasionally recur, which, 
though he pcrcened ill its folly and extras a- 
gance, he hid not power to hinish from his 
mind It wis a hiunting md torturing fancy' 
that his father-in-hw was ect sitting at the foot 
of the rock, on the withered forest leaves, alive, 
and awaiting his pledged assistance These men- 
tal deceptions, however, came and went, nor 
did he c\er mistake them for realities, but in 
the calmest and clearest moods of his mind 
he was conscious that he had a deep vow un- 
redeemed, and that an unbuned corpse was call- 
ing to him out of the wilderness Yet such 
w'as the consequence of his prevarication that 
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he could not obey the call It was now too 
late to require the assistance of Roger Mal- 
vm’s friends in performing his long-deft rred se- 
pulture, — and superstitious fears, of w'hich 
none were more susceptible than the people of 
the outward settlements, forbade Reuben to go 
alone Neither did he know where m the path- 
less and illimitable forest to seek that smooth 
and lettered rock at the base of which the bod^ 
lay his remembrance of every portion of his 
travel thence was indistinct, and the latter part 
had left no impression upon his mind There 
was, how'ever, a continual impulse, a \ oicc audi- 
ble only to himself, commanding him to go 
forth and redeem his vow ; and he had a strange 
impression that, were he to make the tnal, he 
would be led straight to Mahon’s bones But 
year after year that summons, unheard but felt, 
was disobejed. His one secret thought be- 
came like a chain binding down his spint and 
like a serpent gnawong mto his heart , and he 
was transformed into a sad and dowmeast jet 
imtable man 

In the course of a few years after their mar- 
riage changes began to be visible in the external 
prospenty of Reuben and Dorcas The only 
nches of the former had been his stout heart 
and strong arm , but the latter, her father’s 
sole heiress, had made her husband master of a 
farm, under older cultivation, larger, and better 
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deep recess of the forest, and seek subsistence 
from tlie virgin bosom of the wilderness 

The only child of Reuben and Dorcas was 
a son, now arrived at the age of fifteen years, 
beautiful in youth and giving promise of a glori- 
ous manhood He w'as peculiarly qualified for, 
and already began to excel in, the w'lld accom- 
plishments of frontier life. His foot was fleet, 
his aim true, his apprehension quick, his heart 
glad and high , and all who anticipated the re- 
turn of Indian war spoke of Cyrus Bourne as a 
future leader in the land The boy was loved 
by his father with a deep and silent strength, as 
if whatever was good and happ's in his own na- 
ture had been transferred to his child, carrying 
his affections w-ith it Fven Dorms, though 
loving and beloved, w'as far less dear to him, 
— for Reuben’s secret thoughts and insulated 
emotions had gradually made him a selfish 
man, and he could no longer love deeply except 
where he saw or imagined some reflection or 
likeness of his own mind In Cyrus he recog- 
nized what he had himself been in other days , 
and at intervals he seemed to partake of the 
boy’s spirit, and to be revived wnth a fresh and 
happy life Reuben was accompanied by his 
son in the expedition, for the purpose of select- 
ing a tract of land and felling and burning the 
timber, which necessarily preceded the removal 
of the household gods Two months of autumn 
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\ c'c 'hu’^ n, usp Cii, ittc' « Im h Krt)lit.n Hnurnc 
n*.,! h' !u t scr rc,vir»ci! to tiicir 

\ ,, r' III the TttliiMrnt 

It •' cul\ jn the tiuiulh of Mu tint the 
’ "Ir Ttil\ Mnpprii i- timlcr v lntt\ cr tciuiriK 
nu Ind cUmi’ to tinninntc ohicct';, ind 
ln.it. t-itc'.rll fn (hr tr\\ uhf), lii the hhght of 
toitut.c, t illctl tltcin*.rKcs (luir Inctui'; I he 
•n.Mf'.s oftljc jnrting moment Ind, to cich of 
the jnlgnm'', tt . pccuhir nUcvt'itinns Rctd)cn, 
-t moodv tmn, tmi mi nnthropic hccnusc tm- 
lnpp\,‘trode ninenrd with his luinl stern brow 
anil downctsc c\c, feeling few regrets and dis- 
daining to acknowletlge am Dorcas, while 
she wejit abundantK o\er the broken ties bj 
which her simple and afilctionate nature had 
bound Itself to e\ era thing, felt that the inhab- 
itants oflur inmost heart moved on with her, 
and that all else would be supplied wherever 
she might go And the hot dashed one tear- 
drop from his etc, and thought of the adven- 
turous pleasures of the untrodden forest 

O, who, in the enthusiasm of a da\ -dream, 
has not wished that he were a wanderer in a 
world of summer wilderness, with one fair and 
gentle being hanging lightly on his arm? In 
youth his free and exulting step would know' 
no barncr but the rolling ocean or the snow- 
topped mountains, calmer manhood would 
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choose a home where Nature had stre^^n a 
double wealth in the vale of some transparent 
stream, and when hoarv age, after long, long 
years of that pure life, stole on and found him 
there, it would find him the father of a race, 
the patnarch of a people, — the founder of a 
mighty nation yet to be When death, like the 
sweet sleep which we welcome after a day of 
happiness, came over him, his far descendants 
would mourn over the venerated dust. En- 
veloped bv tradition in m^stenous attnbutes, 
the men of future generations would call him 
godlike, and remote postenty would see him 
standing, dimly glonous, far up the valley of a 
hundred centunes 

The tangled and gloomy forest through which 
the personages of my tale were wandenng differed 
widely from the dreamer’s land of fantasy ; } ct 
there was something m their way of life that 
Nature asserted as her own, and the gnawing 
cares which went with them from the world 
were all that now obstructed their happiness 
One stout and shaggy steed, the bearer of all 
their wealth, did not shrink from the added 
weight of Dorcas , although her hardy breeding 
sustained her, during the latter part of each 
day’s journey, by her husband’s side Reuben 
and his son, their muskets on their shoulders 
and their axes slung behind them, kept an un- 
weaned pace, each watching with a hunter’s eye 
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for the game that supplied their food When 
hunger bade, they halted and prepared their 
meal on the bank of some unpolluted forest 
brook, which, as they knelt down with thirsty 
bps to dnnk, murmured a sweet unwillingness, 
like a maiden at love’s first kiss They slept 
beneath a hut of branches, and awoke at peep 
of light refreshed for the toils of another day 
Dorcas and the boy went on joyously, and even 
Reuben’s spirit shone at intervals with an out- 
ward gladness , but inwardly there was a cold, 
cold sorrow, which he compared to the snow- 
dnfts lying deep in the glens and hollows of 
the nvulets while the leaves were bnghtly green 
above 

Cyrus Bourne was sufficiently skilled in the 
travel of the woods to observe that his father 
did not adhere to the course they had pursued 
in their expedition of the preceding autumn 
They were now keeping farther to the north, 
striking out directly from the settlements, and 
into a region of which savage beasts and savage 
men were as yet the sole possessors The boy 
sometimes hinted his opimons upon the sub- 
ject, and Reuben listened attentively, and once 
or twice altered the direction of their march m 
accordance with his son’s counsel , but, having 
so done, he seemed ill at ease His quick and 
wandenng glances were sent forward, apparendy 
in search of enemies lurking behind the tree- 
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trunks, and, seeing nothing there, he would 
cast his eyes backwards as if in fear of some 
pursuer Cyrus, perceiving that his father grad- 
ually resumed the old direction, forbore to in- 
terfere , nor, though something began to weigh 
upon his heart, did his adventurous nature per- 
mit him to regret the increased length and the 
mystery of their way 

On the afternoon of the fifth day they halted, 
and made their simple encampment nearly an 
hour before sunset The face of the coun- 
try, for the last few miles, had been diversified 
by swells of land resembhng huge waves of a 
petnfied sea, and in one of the correspond- 
ing hollows, a wdd and romantic spot, had the 
family reared their hut and kindled their fire 
There is something chiUing, and yet heart- 
warming, in the thought of these three, umted 
by strong bands of love and insulated from all 
that breathe beside The dark and gloomy 
pines looked down upon them, and, as the wind 
swept through their tops, a pitying sound was 
heard m the forest , or did those old trees 
groan in fear that men were come to lay the 
axe to their roots at last? Reuben and his 
son, while Dorcas made ready their meal, pro- 
posed to wander out in search of game, or 
which that day’s march had afforded no supply 
The boy, promising not to quit the viamty of 
the encampment, bounded off with a step as 
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light mil tla’^tic ni tint of the deer he hoped 
to , while hi-; rither, feeling a transient 
Inppintcs as he ga/ed after him, was about to 
pursue an opposite direction Dorcas, in the 
meanwhile, had seated herself near their fire 
of fallen branches, upon the mossgrown and 
mouldering tninh of a tree uprooted jears be- 
fore Her cmplot nient, dnersified hv an oc- 
casional glance at the pot, now beginning to 
simmer oxer the blare, was the perusal of the 
current x car’s Massachusetts Almanac, which, 
wath the cvccption of an old black - lettered 
Bible, comprised all the litcrar) wealth of the 
famih None pax a greater regard to arbitrary 
divisions of time than those who arc excluded 
from socictx , and Dorcas mentioned, as if the 
information were of importance, that it was now 
the twelfth of Mav Her husband started 
“The twelfth of May' I should remember 
It well,” muttered he, while many thoughts 
occasioned a momentary confusion in his mind 
“Where am P Whither am I wandering? 
Where did I leave him ? ” 

Dorcas, too well accustomed to her hus- 
band’s wayward moods to note any peculiarity 
of demeanor, now laid aside the almanac and 
addressed him in that mournful tone which the 
tender-hearted appropriate to gnefs long cold 
and dead 

“It was near this time of the month, eighteen 
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years ago, that my poor father left this world for 
a better He had a kind arm to hold his head 
and a kind voice to cheer him, Reuben, in his 
last moments , and the thought of the faithful 
care you took of him has comforted me many a 
time since O, death would have been awful 
to a solitary man in a wild place like this ' ” 

“ Pray Heaven, Dorcas,” said Reuben, in a 
broken voice, — “ pray Heaven that neither of 
us three dies solitary and lies unburied in this 
howling wilderness ' ” And he hastened away, 
leaving her to watch the fire beneath the gloomy 
pines 

Reuben Bourne’s rapid pace gradually slack- 
ened as the pang, unintentionally inflicted by 
the words of Dorcas, became less acute Many 
strange reflections, however, thronged upon 
him , and, straying onward rather like a sleep- 
walker than a hunter, it was attributable to no 
care of his own that his devious course kept 
him in the vicinity of the encampment His 
steps were imperceptibly led almost in a circle, 
nor did he observe that he was on the verge of 
a tract of land heavily timbered, but not with 
pine-trees The place of the latter was here 
supplied by oaks and other of the harder woods , 
and around their roots clustered a dense and 
bushy undergrowth, — leaving, however, bar- 
ren spaces between the trees, thick strewn with 
withered leaves Whenever the rustling of the 
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branches or the creaking of the trunks made a 
sound, as if the forest were waking from slum- 
ber, Reuben instinctively raised the musket that 
rested on his arm, and cast a quick, sharp glance 
on ever} side , but, convinced by a partial ob- 
serv’^ation that no animal w’as near, he would 
again give himself up to his thoughts He was 
musing on the strange influence that had led 
him away from his premeditated course, and so 
far into the depths of the wilderness Unable 
to penetrate to the secret place of his soul where 
his motives lay hidden, he believed that a su- 
pernatural voice had called him onward, and 
that a supernatural power had obstructed his 
retreat He trusted that it was Heaven’s in- 
tent to afford him an opportunity of expiating 
his sin , he hoped that he might find the bones 
so long unbuned , and that, having laid the 
earth over them, peace would throw its sunlight 
into the sepulchre of his heart From these 
thoughts he was aroused by a rustling in the 
forest at some distance from the spot to which 
he had wandered Perceiving the motion of 
some object behind a thick veil of undergrowth, 
he fired, with the instinct of a hunter and the 
aim of a practised marksman A low moan, 
which told his success, and by which even ani- 
mals can express their dying agony, was un- 
heeded by Reuben Bourne What were the 
recollections now breaking upon him ^ 
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The thicket into which Reuben had fired was 
near the summit of a swell of land, and ivas 
clustered around the base of a rock, which, in 
the shape and smoothness of one of its surfaces, 
was not unlike a gigantic gravestone As if 
reflected in a mirror, its likeness was in Reu- 
ben’s memory He even recognized the veins 
which seemed to form an inscnption m forgot- 
ten characters everything remained the same, 
except that a thick covert of bushes shrouded 
the lower part of the rock, and would have hid- 
den Roger Malvm had he still been sitting there. 
Yet in the next moment Reuben’s eye was 
caught by another change that time had effected 
since he last stood where he was now standing 
again behind the earthy roots of the uptorn tree 
The sapling to which he had bound the blood- 
stained symbol of his vow had increased and 
strengthened into an oak, far indeed from its 
matunty, but with no mean spread of shadoivy 
branches There was one singularity observa- 
ble in this tree which made Reuben tremble 
The middle and lower branches were in luxun- 
ant life, and an excess of vegetation had fhnged 
the trunk almost to the ground , but a blight 
had apparently stncken the upper part of the 
oak, and the very topmost bough was with- 
ered, sapless, and utterly dead Reuben remem- 
bered how the little banner had fluttered on 
that topmost bough, when it was green and 
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lovely, eighteen )ears before Whose guilt had 
blasted it? 

Dorcas, after the departure of the two hunters, 
continued her preparations for their evening re- 
^past Her sylvan table was the moss-covered 
trunk of a large fallen tree, on the broadest part 
of which she had spread a snow-white cloth and 
arranged w’hat were left of the bnght pewter 
vessels that had been her pnde m the settle- 
ments It had a strange aspect, that one little 
spot of homely comfort m the desolate heart of 
Nature The sunshine yet lingered upon the 
higher branches of the trees that grew on nsing 
ground , but the shadows of evening had deep- 
ened into the hollow where the encampment was 
made, and the firelight began to redden as it 
gleamed up the tall trunks of the pines or hov- 
ered on the dense and obscure mass of foliage 
that arcled round the spot The heart of Dor- 
cas was not sad , for she felt that it was better 
to journey in the wilderness with two whom she 
loved than to be a lonely woman m a crowd 
that cared not for her As she busied herself 
m arranging seats of mouldenng wood, covered 
with leaves, for Reuben and her son, her voice 
danced through the gloomy forest in the mea- 
sure of a song that she had learned in youth 
The rude melody, the production of a bard who 
won no name, was descriptive of a winter even- 
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ing in a frontier cottage, when, secured from sav- 
age mroad by the high-piled snowdrifts, the fam- 
ily rqoiced by their own fireside The whole 
song possessed the nameless charm peculiar 
to unborrowed thought, but four continualh 
recurring hnes shone out from the rest like 
the blaze of the hearth whose joys they cele- 
brated Into them, working magic with a few 
simple words, the poet had instilled the very 
essence of domestic love and household happi- 
ness, and they were poetry and picture joined 
in one As Dorcas sang, the walls of her for- 
saken home seemed to enarcle her , she no 
longer saw the gloomy pines, nor heard the wind 
which still, as she began each verse, sent a heaty 
breath through the branches, and died away in 
a hollow moan from the burden of the song- 
She was aroused by the report of a gun in the 
vicmity of the encampment ; and either the sud- 
den sound, or her loneliness by the glowing 
fire, caused her to tremble violently The next 
moment she laughed in the pnde of a mother’s 
heart 

“ My beautiful young hunter ' My boy has 
slain a deer ' ” she exclaimed, recollecting that 
in the direction whence the shot proceeded Cy- 
rus had gone to the chase 

She waited a reasonable time to hear her son s 
light step bounding over the rustling leaves to 
tell of his success But he did not immediately 
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appear , and she sent her cheerful voice among 
the trees m search of him 

“ Cyrus t Cyrus ' ” 

His coming was still delayed , and she de- 
terrmned, as the report had apparently been 
very near, to seek for him in person Her as- 
sistance, also, might be necessary in bnnging 
home the venison which she flattered herself he 
had obtained She therefore set forward, direct- 
ing her steps by the long-past sound, and sing- 
ing as she went, in order that the boy might be 
aware of her approach and run to meet her 
From behind the trunk of every tree, and from 
every hiding-place in the thick foliage of the 
undergrowth, she hoped to discover the coun- 
tenance of her son, laughing with the sportive 
mischief that is bom of affection The sun was 
now beneath the honzon, and the light that 
came down among the leaves was sufficiently 
dim to create many illusions in her expecting 
fanc}'^ Several times she seemed indistinctly to 
see his face gazing out from among the leaves , 
and once she imagined that he stood beckoning 
to her at the base of a craggy rock Keeping 
her eyes on this object, however, it proved to 
be no more than the trunk of an oak fringed to 
the very ground with litde branches, one of 
which, thrust out farther than the rest, was 
shaken by the breeze Making her way round 
the foot of the rock, she suddenly found herself 
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close to her husband, who had approached in 
another direction Leaning upon the butt of 
his gun, the muzzle of which rested upon the 
withered leaves, he was apparently absorbed in 
the contemplation of some object at his feet. 

“ How IS this, Reuben ? Ha\ e you slain the 
deer and fallen asleep over him ^ ” exclaimed 
Dorcas, laughing cheerfully, on her first slight 
observation of his posture and appearance 

He stirred not, neither did he turn his eyes 
towards her , and a cold, shuddenng fear, in- 
definite in Its source and object, began to creep 
into her blood She now perceived that her 
husband’s face was ghastly pale, and his fea- 
tures were ngid, as if incapable of assuming 
any other expression than the strong despair 
which had hardened upon them He gave not 
the slightest evidence that he was aware of her 
approach 

“ For the love of Heaven, Reuben, speak to 
me * ” cned Dorcas , and the strange sound of 
her own voice affrighted her even more than 
the dead silence 

Her husband started, stared into her face, 
drew her to the front of the rock, and pomted 
with his finger 

O, there lay the boy, asleep, but dreamless, 
upon the fallen forest leaves ' His cheek rested 
upon his arm — his curled locks were thrown 
back from his brow — his hmbs were slightly 
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relaxed Had a sudden weanness overcome 
the \ourhrul hunter? Would his mother's 
\ oicc arouse him ? She knew that it was death 

" Tins broad rock is the gravestone of your 
near kindred, Dorcas,” said her husband 
“Your tears will fall at once over your father 
and ) our son ” 

She heard him not With one wald shriek, 
that seemed to force its wav from the sufferer’s 
inmost soul, she sank insensible by the side of 
her dead boy At that moment the withered 
topmost bough of the oak loosened itself in 
the stilly air, and fell in soft, light fragments 
upon the rock, upon the leaves, upon Reuben, 
upon his wafe and child, and upon Roger Mal- 
vin’s bones Then Reuben’s heart was stneken, 
and the tears gushed out like w'ater from a rock 
The vow that the wounded youth had made 
the blighted man had come to redeem His 
sin was expiated, — the curse was gone from 
him , and in the hour w'hen he had shed blood 
dearer to him than his own, a prayer, the first 
for years, went up to Heaven from the bps of 
Reuben Bourne 
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relaxed Had a sudden meanness overcome 
the youthful hunter^ Would his mother’s 
voice arouse him ? She knew that it vas death 

“ This hroad rock is the gravestone of \our 
near kindred, Dorcas,” said her husband 
“Your tears will fall at once over \our father 
and X our son ” 

She heard him not With one wild shriek, 
that seemed to force its way from the sufferer’s 
inmost soul, she sank insensible by the side of 
her dead boy At that moment the withered 
tODmost bough of the oak loosened itself in 
the stilh air, and fell in soft, light fragments 
upon the rock, upon the leaves, upon Reuben, 
upon his wife and child, and upon Roger Mal- 
vin’s bones Then Reuben’s heart was stneken, 
and the tears gushed out like W'ater from a rock 
The vow that the wounded youth had made 
the blighted man had come to redeem His 
sin was ex’piated, — the curse was gone from 
him , and in the hour w’hen he had shed blood 
dearer to him than his own, a prayer, the first 
for years, went up to Heaven from the lips of 
Reuben Bourne 
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[Among hi5 notes m 1842, Hawthorne includes this 
“An assoaanon of literary men m the other world, — or 
dialogues of the dead, or something of that land ”J 

M y unfortunate friend P has lost the 
thread of h\s life by the interposition 
of long intervals of partially disor- 
dered reason The past and present are jum- 
bled together in his mind in a manner often 
productive of curious results, and which will be 
better understood after the perusal of the fol- 
lowing letter than from any descnption that I 
could give The poor fellow, without once stir- 
nng from the little whitewashed, iron -grated 
room to which he alludes in his first paragraph, 
is nevertheless a great traveller, and meets in 
his wandenngs a vanety of personages who 
have long ceased to be visible to any eye save 
his own In my opinion, all this is not so 
much a delusion as a partly wilful and partly in- 
voluntary sport of the imagination, to which his 
disease has imparted such morbid energy that 
he beholds these spectral scenes and characters 
with no less distinctness than a play upon the 
stage, and with somewhat more of illusive cre- 
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dcricc Mnny of his letters arc in my posses- 
sion, some based upon the same vagary as the 
present one, and others upon hypotheses not a 
whit short of it in absurdity The w^holc form 
a senes of correspondence, which, should fate 
seisonabl) rcmo\ c my poor fnend from what is 
to him a world of moonshine, I promise myself 
a pious pleasure in editing for the public eye 
P had alwajs a hankenng after literary reputa- 
tion, and has made more than one unsuccessful 
effort to achieve it It would be not a little odd 
if, after missing his object while seeking it by 
the light of reason, he should prove to have 
stumbled upon it in his misty excursions be- 
j^ond the limits of sanity 


Lovdon, Feirnuy 29, 1845 

My DEAR Friend, — Old assoaations cling 
to the mind with astonishing tenaaty Daily 
custom grows up about us like a stone wall, and 
consolidates itself into almost as matenal entity 
as mankind’s strongest architecture It is some- 
times a senous question with me whether ideas 
be not really visible and tangible and endowed 
with all the other qualities of matter Sitting 
as I do at this moment in my hired apartment, 
writing beside the hearth, over which hangs a 
print of Queen Victona, listening to the muffled 
roar of the world’s metropolis, and with a win- 
dow at but five paces distant, through which, 
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whenever I please, I can gaze out on actual 
London, — with all this positive certainty as to 
my whereabouts, what kind of notion, do you 
think, IS just now perplexing my brain ^ Whv, 
— would } ou believe it ? — that all this time I 
am still an inhabitant of that weansome little 
chamber — that whitewashed little chamber — 
that little chamber with its one small window, 
across v hich, from some inscrutable reason of 
taste or convenience, my landlord had placed 
a row of iron bars — that same little chamber, 
in short, whither your kindness has so often 
brought you to visit me ' Will no length of 
time or breadth of space enfranchise me from 
that unlovely abode ^ I travel , but it seems 
to be bke the snail, with my house upon my 
head. Ah, well ' I am verging, I suppose, on 
that penod of life when present scenes and 
events make but feeble impressions m compar- 
ison with those of yore , so that I must recon- 
cile myself to be more and more the pnsoner 
of Memory, who merely lets me hop about a 
little with her chain around my leg 

My letters of introduction have been of the 
utmost service, enabling me to make the ac- 
quaintance of several distingmshed characters, 
who, imtil now, have seemed as remote from 
the sphere of my personal mtercourse as the 
wits of Queen Anne’s time or Ben Jonson’s 
compotators at the Mermaid One of the first 
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of which I availed myself was the letter to Lord 
BjTon I found his lordship looking much 
older than I had anticipated, although, consider- 
ing his former irregulanties of life and the van- 
ous wear and tear of his constitution, not older 
than a man on the verge of sixty reasonably may 
look But I had invested his earthly frame, m 
my imagination, with the poet’s spiritual immor- 
tality. He wears a brown wig, very luxun- 
antly curled, and extending down over his fore- 
head The expression of his eyes is concealed 
by spectacles His early tendency to obesit}'' 
having increased. Lord Byron is now enor- 
mously fat , so fat as to give the impression of a 
person quite overladen with his own flesh, and 
without suffiaent vigor to diffuse his personal 
life through the great mass of corporeal sub- 
stance which weighs upon him so cruelly You 
gaze at the mortal heap , and, while it fills your 
eye with what purports to be Byron, you mur- 
mur within yourself “ For Heaven’s sake, where 
is he ? ” Were I disposed to be caustic, I might 
consider this mass of earthly matter as the sym- 
bol, in a matenal shape, of those evil habits 
and carnal vices which unspintualize man’s na- 
ture and clog up his avenues of communication 
vnth the better life But this would be too 
harsh , and, besides. Lord Byron’s morals have 
been improving while his outward man has 
swollen to such unconscionable arcumference 
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former being perhaps due to the convictions 
wrought upon his mind by his noble consort, 
while the latter are the embroidery and pictur- 
esque illumination demanded by his imaginative 
character Much of whatever expenditure his 
increasing habits of thnft continue to allow him 
IS bestowed in the reparation or beautifying of 
places of worship, and this nobleman, whose 
name was once considered a synonym of the 
foul fiend, is now all but canonized as a saint in 
many pulpits of the metropolis and elsewhere 
In politics, Lord Byron is an uncompromising 
conservative, and loses no opportunity, whether 
m the House of Lords or m private circles, of 
denouncing and repudiating the mischievous and 
anarchical notions of his earlier day Nor does 
he fail to visit similar sms in other people with 
the smcerest vengeance which his somewhat 
blunted pen is capable of inflicting Southey 
and he are on the most intimate terms You 
are aware, that some little time before the death 
of Moore, Byron caused that bnlhant but rep- 
rehensible man to be ejected from his house 
Moore took the insult so much to heart that 
It IS said to have been one great cause of the 
fit of illness which brought him to the grave 
Others pretend that the lynst died m a verj’’ 
happy state of mind, singing one of his ov n 
sacred melodies, and expressing his belief that 
it would be heard within the gate of paradise, 





MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE 


m the grand old Abbey His bones, you know, 
when brought from Greece, were denied sepul- 
ture among those of his tuneful brethren there 
What a vile slip of the pen was that ! How 
absurd in me to talk about .burying the bones 
of Byron, whom I have just seen alive, and in- 
cased in a big, round bulk of flesh ' But, to 
say the truth, a prodigiously fat man always 
impresses me as a kind of hobgoblin ; in the 
very extravagance of his mortal system I find 
something akin to the immateriality of a ghost 
And then that ndiculous old story darted into 
my mind, how that Byron died of fever at Mis- 
solonghi, above twenty years ago More and 
more I recognize that we dwell in a world of 
shadows, and, for my part, I hold it hardly 
worth the trouble to attempt a distinction be- 
tween shadows in the mind and shadows out of 
It If there be any difference, the former are 
rather the more substantial 

Only think of my good fortune ' The ven- 
erable Robert Burns — now, if I mistake not, 
in his eighty-seventh j^car — happens to be 
making a visit to London, as if on purpose to 
afford me an opportunity of grasping him by 
the hand For upwards of tvaenty years past 
he has hardlv left his quiet cottage in Ayrshire 
for a single night, and has only been drawn 
hither now ba the irresistible persuasions of all 
the distinguished men in England. They wish 
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foccltl'nti thr pTfrnrch''' I>irrluh\ i)\ i fc*;- 
fn i! I' will hr t)ic prcnrc't litcnn fnumjih 
ot rotnrJ l*n\ nti\tri the little 'pint of 
lit'c within the ^peJ inrd’i ho^oin nn\ not he 
c\tinrui‘ hcvl in the lustre of tint hour' 1 ln\c 
nlrcniu Inii the honor oJ nn iiUrochiction to him 
^t the Uritnh Museum, w here he wis c\imming 
-I collection of hn own unpuhlnhed letters, in- 
terspersed with songs, which ln\e escnjied the' 
notice of t 11 his hiognphcrs 

Poll ' Nonsense ' Wlnt sm I thinking of? 
How should Burns In\c been cnilnlmcd in 
hiognplu when he is still s heirte old man ? 

1 he figure of the hard is tall and in the high- 
est degree rcecrend, nor the less so that it is 
much bent in the burden of time His white 
hair floats like .a snowdrift around his face, in 
which are seen the furrows of intellect and pas- 
sion, like the channels of headlong torrents that 
ha\e foamed themselves awav The old gen- 
tleman IS in excellent preservation considenng 
his time of life He has that cnckety sort 
of liveliness — I mean the cncket’s humor of 
chirping for anj cause or none — w’hich is per- 
haps the most favorable mood that can befall 
extreme old age Our pndc forbids us to de- 
sire it for ourselves, although w'c perceive it to 
be a beneficence of nature m the case of others 
I was surpnsed to find it in Burns It seems 
as if his ardent heart and brilliant imagination 
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had both burned down to the last embers, leav- 
ing only a little flickenng flame in one corner, 
which keeps dancing upward and laughing all 
by Itself He is no longer capable of pathos 
At the request of Allan Cunningham, he at- 
tempted to sing his own song to Mary m Hea- 
ven , but It was evident that the feeling of those 
verses, so profoundly true and so simply ex- 
pressed, was entirely beyond the scope of his 
present sensibilities , and, when a touch of it 
did partially awaken him, the tears immediately 
gushed into his eyes and his voice broke into a 
tremulous cackle. And ret he but indistinctly 
knew wherefore he was weeping Ah, he must 
not think again of Mary in Heaven until he 
shake off the dull impediment of time and as- 
cend to meet her there 

Bums then began to repeat Tam O’Shanter, 
but was so tickled with its wit and humor — of 
which, however, I suspect he had but a tradi- 
tionary sense — that he soon burst into a fit 
of chirruping laughter, succeeded by a cough, 
which brought this not very agreeable exhibi- 
tion to a close On the whole, I would rather 
not have witnessed it It is a satisfactory idea, 
however, that the last forty years of the peas- 
ant poet’s life have been passed in competence 
and perfect comfort. Having been cured of 
his bardic improvidence for many a day past, 
and grown as attentive to the mam chance as a 
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ofitn SLOt>.imn *-liouIil hr, he m now con'^id- 
crr>l ill he ijuilt \ull oft t; jo peaiimn cir- 
luiu I 1 his, I suppo'c, 1 ' uordi ln\ mg 

In til Ml ioiig for 

I took ocosion to inijuirc of <^omc of the 
countn men of liurns m rtgnrd to tht hcillh of 
‘'irWnlttr Scott Ills coiuiition, 1 nm sorn 
to si\, rcnniii’i the simc ns for ten \tnrs pnst , 
It IS tint of n hopeless pnnh tic, pnlsicd not 
more in hoti\ thnn in those nohler nttnhutcs of 
nlnch the hock is the instnimenr And thus 
he \cgetntts from di\ to dnj and from \enr 
to \cnr nt tint splendid fnntnsj of Ahhots- 
ford, s\hich grew out of his hnm, and heenme 
1 s^ mhol of the great romancer’s tastes, feel- 
ings, studies, prejudices, and modes of intel- 
lect Whether in serse, prose, or architecture, 
he could achie\c hut one thing, although that 
one m infinite sanet) There he reclines, on 
a couch in his libran, and is said to spend 
uholc hours of even' day in dictating talcs to 
an amanuensis, — to an imagmarj' amanuensis, 
for It IS not deemed worth an) one’s trouble 
now to take down what flows from that once 
brilliant fanew, cveta image of which w'as for- 
merly worth gold and capable of being coined 
Yet Cunningham, who has lately seen him, as- 
sures me that there is now^ and then a touch of 
the genius, — a striking combination of ma- 
dent, or a picturesque trait of character, such 
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as no other man ahve could have hit off, — a 
glimmer from that ruined mind, as if the sun 
had suddenly flashed on a half-rusted helmet m 
the gloom of an ancient hall. But the plots of 
these romances become mevtncably confused , 
the characters melt into one another ; and the 
tale loses itself like the course of a stream flow- 
mg through muddv and marshy ground 

For my part, I can hardlj' regret that Sir 
Mr alter Scott had lost his consciousness of out- 
ward things before his works went out of vogue 
It was good that he should forget his fame 
rather than that fame should flrst have forgot- 
ten him M^'ere he sail a wnter, and as bnl- 
hant a one as ever, he could no longer main- 
tam anything hke the same posiaon in litera- 
ture. The world, nowadays, requires a more 
earnest purpose, a deeper moral, and a closer 
and homelier truth than he was qualified to 
supply It with. Yet nho can be to the pre- 
sent generaaon even what Scott has been to the 
past? I had expectaaons from a young man 
— one Dickens — who pubhshed a few maga- 
zine articles, very nch in humor, and not with- 
out symptoms of genuine pathos, but the poor 
fellow died shortly after commenang an odd 
senes of sketches, enatled, I think, the Pick- 
wick Papers Not impossibly the world has 
lost more than it dreams of by the untimely 
death of this Mr Dickens 
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Whnjn *!i* '<ni iHjmK 1 nir; jii I’lll Mnll 
the (!^\ ' tni jioi hit jt in itn 

puc -c-. Win, nt) Ir'.*; t i.inn tlnn Napoleon 
llomjnrti, or nil tint i, nou kfr of him — 
tint n to ■-i\, the *;hin, honc*^, and corporeal 
«-nh>;nncc, httlc cocked hat, green coat, \shitc 
h'TCchc , and "innll >^\\oril, which .arc still 
known In his rcdouhtahlc name He was at- 
tcndcil onl\ In two policemen, who walked 
quielK behind the phantasm of the old c\- 
emperor, .ajijKanng to ha\c no duta in regard 
to him except to see that none of the light- 
fingered genera should posse-ss themselacs of 
the star of the I-cgion of Honor Nohoda, 
saac maself, so much as ttirned to look after 
htm , nor, it gncacs me to confess, could ca'cn 
1 contnae to muster up any toleralilc interest, 
ca'cn ha all that the aaarhke spirit, formerly 
manifested within that noav decrepit shape, had 
avrought upon our globe There is no surer 
method of .annihilating the magic influence 
of a great renown than by exhibiting the pos- 
sessor of It in the decline, the oa'^erthroav, the 
utter degradation of his poaa'crs, — buried be- 
neath his ow'n mortaht}', — and lacking ea’^en 
the qualities of sense that enable the most ordi- 
nar)’^ men to bear themselves decently m the 
eve of the aaorld This is the state to avhich 
disease, aggravated by long endurance of a trop- 
ical climate, and assisted by old age, — for he is 
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now above seventy, — has reduced Bonaparte 
The Bntish government has acted shrewdly m 
retransporting him from St. Helena to England 
They should now restore him to Pans, and 
there let him once again review the relics of 
his armies His eye is dull and rheumy , his 
nether lip hung down upon his chin While 
I was observing him there chanced to be a 
little extra bustle in the street , and he, the 
brother of Ciesar and Hannibal, — the great 
captain who had veiled the world m battle 
smoke and tracked it round with bloody foot- 
steps, — was seized with a nervous trembling, 
and claimed the protection of the two police- 
men by a cracked and dolorous cry The fel- 
lows \vinked at one another, laughed aside, and, 
patting Napoleon on the back, took each an 
arm and led him away 

Death and fury ' Ha, villain, how came 
you hither ? Avaunt ’ or I fling my inkstand 
at yoixr head Tush, tush, it is all a mistake 
Pray, my dear fnend, pardon this little out- 
break The fact is, the mention of those two 
policemen, and their custody of Bonaparte, had 
called up the idea of that odious wretch — you 
remember him well — who was pleased to take 
such gratuitous and impertinent care of my 
person before I quitted New England Forth- 
with up rose before my mind’s eye that same 
little whitewashed room, with the iron-grated 
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uttiiiou, — tint it *hould have been 

iron-f^ritcd ’ — where, tti too cae\ eoinplnnct 
with the ah'tird wi>;hc'- of tin relitnee, 1 ha\c 
wasted ervml pooil aears of ni\ life Posi- 
t.aila it •'ctnicd to me that I waa eiill sitting 
there, and that the I ceper — not that he ever 
was m\ keeper neither, Init onl\ a kind of 
intrusnc dead of a l>ods sen ant — had just 
]>ccpcd in at the door I lie rascal' I owe 
him an old gnidgc, and will find a time to paj 
It act. hie' fie' The mere thought of him 
has excecdingU discomposed me I'.vcn now 
that hateful chamber — the iron-grated w'ln- 
dow, which blasted the blessed sunshine as it 
fell through the dusta panes and made it poi- 
son to nn soul — looks more distinct to my 
Mcw than does this m> comfortable apartment 
in the heart of London The reality — that 
which I know to he such — hangs like rem- 
nants of tattered sccner\ over the intolerably 
prominent illusion Let us think of it no 
more 

You wall be anxious to hear of Shelley I 
need not say, what is known to all the world, 
that this celebrated poet has for many years 
past been reconciled to the Church of England 
In his more recent works he has applied his 
fine powers to the vindication of the Chnstian 
faith, with an especial view" to that particular 
development Latterly, as you may not have 
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heard, he has taken orders, and been inducted 
to a small countrv Imng in the gift of the 
lord chancellor Just now, luckily for me, he 
has come to the metropolis to supenntend the 
pubhcation of a volume of discourses treating 
of the poetico-philosophical proofs of Chns- 
tianity on the basis of the Thirt)"-Nine Arti- 
cles On my first introduction I felt no little 
embarrassment as to the manner of combining 
what I had to say to the author of Queen 
Mab, the Revolt of Islam, and Prometheus 
Unbound with such acknowledgments as might 
be acceptable to a Chnsoan minister and zeal- 
ous upholder of the established church But 
Shelley soon placed me at my ease Standing 
where he nov does, and re\newing all his suc- 
cessive productions from a higher point, he as- 
sures me that there is a harmonv, an order, a 
regular procession, which enables him to lay his 
hand upon any one of the earlier poems and 
say, “This is my work,” with preasely the 
same complacency of consaence wherewithal he 
contemplates the volume of discourses above 
mentioned They are like the successive steps 
of a staircase, the lowest of which, in the depth 
of chaos, IS as essential to the support of the 
whole as the highest and final one resting upon 
the threshold of the heavens I felt half in- 
clined to ask him what would have been his 
fate had he penshed on the lower steps of his 
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stumvc iii'tnii of hinlilinr to*; m\ nloft into 
she crlr*. i\l hnnhtnr'-s 

Hou ill this nn\ In I ntifhrr jirttuul to 
iimlcrstooi nor [TcitU cirr, so ioiiif is Slulk\ 
his rcilh clinil'nl, is it stuns lu Ins, Iroin i 
hn\cr rctiinn to i loltur one \\ ithout touch- 
ing upon their religious merits, I consider the 
productions of his mituriti superior, is poems, 
to those of his \outIi I hc\ ire winner with 
humin lo\c, which Ins sened is an interpreter 
between his mind inel the multitude The 
author has Icirned to dip Ins pen oftener into 
Ins heirt, anil has therein leoidcd the faults 
into which a too e\clusi\c use of fanc) and in- 
tellect are wont to bctrai him bormcrlv hts 
page was often little other than a concrete ar- 
rangement of cn sta!li7ations, or c\ en of icicles, 
as cold as they were bnUiant Now aou take 
It to )our heart, and arc conscious of a heart 
warmth responsive to \our own In his pn- 
vatc character Shcllca can hardly have grown 
more gentle, kind, and affectionate, than his 
fnends always represented him to be up to that 
disastrous night when he was drowned in the 
Mediterranean Nonsense, again — sheer non- 
sense' What am I babbling about *“ I was 
thinking of that old figment of his being lost 
in the Bay of Spezzia, and washed ashore near 
Via Reggio, and burned to ashes on a funeral 
pyre, with wine, and spices, and frankincense , 
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while Byron stood on the beach and beheld a 
flame of marrellous beauty nse heavenward 
from the dead poet’s heart, and that his fire- 
punfied relics were finally buned near his child 
in Roman earth If all this happened three 
and twenty years ago, how could I have met 
the drowned, and burned, and buned man here 
in London only yesterday ? 

Before quitting the subject, I may mention 
that Dr Reginald Heber, heretofore Bishop of 
Calcutta, but recently translated to a see in Eng- 
land, called on Shelley while I was with him 
They appeared to be on terms of verj’^ cordial 
intimac^’^, and are said to have a joint poem in 
contemplation What a strange incongruous 
dream is the life of man ' 

Colendge has at last finished his poem of 
Chnstabel It will be issued entire by old John 
Murray in the course of the present publishing 
season The poet, I hear, is visited with a 
troublesome affection of the tongue, which has 
put a penod, or some lesser stop, to the life-long 
discourse that has hitherto been flowing from his 
lips He ivill not survive it above a month 
unless his accumulation of ideas be sluiced off 
in some other way Wordsworth died only a 
week or two ago Heaven rest his soul, and 
grant that he may not have completed The 
Excursion • Methinks I am sick of everything 
he wrote except his Laodamia It is very sad, 
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this inconstancy of the mmd to the poets whom 
It once worshipped Southey is as hale as ever, 
and writes with his usual diligence Old Gif- 
ford IS still alive in the extremity of age, and 
with most pitiable decay of what little sharp and 
narrow intellect the devil had gifted him withal 
One hates to allow such a man the pnvilege of 
growing old and infirm It takes away our 
speculative license of kicking him 

Keats ^ No, I have not seen him except 
across a crowded street, wth coaches, drays, 
horsemen, cabs, omnibuses, foot passengers, and 
divers other sensual obstructions intervening 
betwixt his small and slender figure and my 
eager glance I would fain have met him on 
the seashore, or beneath a natural arch of forest 
trees, or the Gothic arch of an old cathedral, or 
among Greaan rums, or at a glimmenng fire- 
side on the verge of evening, or at the twilight 
entrance of a cave, into the dreary depths of 
which he would have led me by the hand , any- 
where, m short, save at Temple Bar, where his 
presence was blotted out by the porter-swollen 
bulks of these gross Englishmen I stood and 
watched him fading away, fading away along the 
pavement, and could hardly tell whether he were 
an actual man or a thought that had slipped out 
of my mind and clothed itself m human form 
and habiliments merely to beguile me At one 
moment he put his handkerchief to his lips, and 
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withdrew it, I am almost certain, stained with 
blood You never saw anything so fragile as 
his person The truth is, Keats has all his life 
felt the effects of that terrible bleeding at the 
lungs caused by the article on his Lndymion 
m the Quarterly Review, and which so nearly 
brought him to the grave Ever since he has 
glided about the world like a ghost, sighing a 
melancholy tone in the ear of here and there a 
fnend, but never sending forth his voice to greet 
the multitude I can hardly think him a great 
poet. The burden of a mighty genius would 
never have been imposed upon shoulders so 
physically frail and a spmt so infirmly sensitive 
Great poets should have iron sinews 
Yet Keats, though for so many years he has 
given nothing to the world, is understood to 
have devoted himself to the composition of an 
epic poem Some passages of it have been 
communicated to the inner circle of his admirers, 
and impressed them as the loftiest strains that 
have been audible on earth since Milton’s days 
If I can obtain copies of these specimens, I will 
ask you to present them to James Russell Low- 
ell, who seems to be one of the poet’s most 
fervent and worthiest worshippers The infor- 
mation took me by surprise I had supposed 
that all Keats’s poetic incense, without being 
embodied in human language, floated up to hea- 
ven and mingled with the songs of the immortal 
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thon'-tcts, who, pcrinps were consaous of in 
unknown \oicc nmong them, and tliought their 
mclodv the sweeter for it But it is not so , he 
Ins positncl) written a poem on tlie subject of 
Paradise Regained, though m another sense 
thin tint which presented itself to the mmd of 
Milton In compliance, it may be imagined, 
with the dogma of those who pretend that all 
epic possibilities in the past histon' of the world 
arc c\haustcd, Kelts his thrown his poem for- 
ward into an indcfinitclv remote futuntj He 
pictures mankind amid the closing circum- 
stances of the timelong warfare between good 
ind evil Our race is on the eve of its finil 
tnumph Man is within the last stndc of per- 
fection , Woman, redeemed from the thraldom 
against which our sib)l uplifts so powerful and 
so sid a remonstrance, stands equal by his side, 
or communes for herself with angels , the Earth, 
sympathizing with her children’s happier state, 
has clothed herself in such luxuriant and loving 
beaut) as no eye ever witnessed since our first 
patents saw the sun nse over dewy Eden Not 
then indeed, for this is the fulfilment of what 
was then but a golden promise But the pic- 
ture has Its shadows There remains to man- 
kind another penl — a last encounter with the 
evil pnnciple Should the battle go against us, 
we sink back into the slime and misery of ages 
If we tnumph — But it demands a poet’s eye 
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good, and lend n\e to flunk much about graves, 
vith the lotjg grass upon them, and weather- 
worn epitaphs, and dr\ hones of people who 
made noise enough in their da\ , hut now can 
onl\ clatter, clatter, clatter when the sexton’s 
spade disturbs them Were it onl} possible 
to find out who arc abac and w'ho dead, it 
would contribute infiniteU to mv peace of mind 
lucr^'dae of mj life somebod\ comes and stares 
me m the face whom I had quicth blotted out 
of the tablet of living men, and trusted never- 
more to be pestered with the sight or sound of 
him hor instance, going to Drun' Lane Thea- 
tre a few' evenings since, up rose before me, m 
the ghost of Hamlet’s father, the bodily pre- 
sence of the elder Kean, who did die, or ought 
to have died, in some drunken fit or other, 
so long ago that his fame is scarcely tradition- 
ar)*^ now His pow'ers arc quite gone , he w'as 
rather the ghost of himself than the ghost of 
the Danish king 

In the stage box sat several elderly and de- 
crepit people, and among them a stately rum of 
a w’oman on a very large scale, with a profile — 
for I did not see her front face — that stamped 
itself into my brain as a seal impresses hot wax 
By the tragic gesture with which she took a 
pinch of snuff, I was sure it must be Mrs Sid- 
dons Her brother, John Kemble, sat behind — 
a broken-down figure, but still with a kingly ma- 
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poems published above a year ago by Dr Chan- 
nmg I did not before know that this eminent 
writer is a poet , nor does the volume alluded 
to exhibit any of the characteristics of the au- 
thor's mind as displayed in his prose works , 
although some of the poems have a nchness 
that is not merely of the surface, but glows still 
brighter the deeper and more faithfully you 
look into them They seem carelessly wrought, 
however, like those nngs and ornaments of the 
very purest gold, but of rude, native manufac- 
ture, which are found among the gold dust 
from Africa I doubt whether the Amencan 
public will accept them , it looks less to the 
assay of metal than to the neat and cunning 
manufacture How slowly our literature grows 
up ’ Most of ourwnters of promise have come 
to untimely ends There was that wild fellow, 
John Neal, who almost turned my boyish brain 
with his romances , he surely has long been 
dead, else he never could keep himself so quiet 
Bryant has gone to his last sleep, with the Than- 
atopsis gleaming over him like a sculptured 
marble sepulchre by moonlight Halleck, who 
used to wnte queer verses in the newspapers 
and published a Don Juanic poem called Fanny, 
IS defunct as a poet, though averred to be ex- 
emplifying the metempsychosis as a man of 
business Somewhat later there was Whittier, 
a fiery Quaker youth, to whom the muse had 
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some as delicately neat as parlor music, and a 
few as grand as organ peals — that seem just 
such verses as those departed poets would have 
written had not an inexorable destiny snatched 
them from their inkstands They visit me in 
spint, perhaps desiring to engage my services 
as the amanuensis of their posthumous produc- 
tions, and thus secure the endless renown that 
they have forfeited by going hence too early 
But I have my own business to attend to , and 
besides, a medical gentleman, who interests him- 
self in some little ailments of mine, advises me 
not to make too free use of pen and ink There 
are clerks enough out of employment who 
would be glad of such a job 

Good-by ' Are you alive or dead and what 
are you about? Still scnbbling for the De- 
mocratic ? And do those infernal compositors 
and proof-readers mispnnt your unfortunate 
productions as vilely as ever ? It is too bad 
Let every man manufacture his own nonsense, 
say I Expect me home soon, and — to whis- 
per you a secret — in company with the poet 
Campbell, who purposes to visit Wyoming 
and enjoy the shadow of the laurels that he 
planted there Campbell is now an old man 
He calls himself well, better than ever in his life, 
but looks strangely pale, and so shadow-like that 
one might almost poke a finger through his 
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O NCE upon 1 time — but\\hcthcrin the 
time pist or time to come is a matter 
of little or no moment — this wide 
world had become so overburdened wath an ac- 
cumulation of worn-out trumperv that the in- 
habitants determined to nd themselves of it by 
a general bonfire The site fixed upon at the 
representation of the insurance companies, and 
as being as central a spot as any other on the 
globe, was one of the broadest praines of the 
West, w'hcrc no human habitation w'ould be en- 
dangered by the flames, and where a vast assem- 
blage of spectators might commodiously admire 
the show' Having a taste for sights of this 
kind, and imagining, likewise, that the illumina- 
tion of the bonfire might reveal some profund- 
ity of moral truth heretofore hidden m mist or 
darkness, I made it convenient tojourney thither 
and be present At my arnval, although the 
heap of condemned rubbish was as yet compar- 
atively small, the torch had already been ap- 
plied Amid that boundless plain, in the dusk 
of the evening, like a far-off star alone in the 
firmament, there was merely visible one tremu- 
lous gleam, whence none could have anticipated 
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— !'u Mi n'u\ of imt nrinor. the crest'- 
- ot ilhi tnoti* fiiinlir , ptthi'rcc' tint 

r\’r ,Jr.l l''C^ , 111 c hue tif lii'hi, into the ini- 1 
of 'lie i! irr i{'c , foi'ctlu r u ith nr*., pnrters, 
crii'^'' tit irtl coll tr , ncii of u liicli, i*- jnltr\ 
-i I oiMc - It nui'ht njipcir to the uniijstrvicftd 
c\c, li ui once j’o ^c^ eil \nst sntnificTnct, md 
\\ Ts 'ill, in troth, rtckontd Tinnim the most 
I'rceioi s of jnoril or nnttrnl fief l>t the uor- 
•-hipjic's of the porgson'^ Mingled with 

this confo'cd henji, which wns tossed into the 
fnincs In nrnifuK nt once, were inmnncmhle 
Indgcs of knighthood, comprising those of all 
tile ] uropenn sot ercignties, and Napoleon’s 
decoration of the l^cgion of 1 lonor, the rihhons 
of which were entangled with those of the an- 
cient order of St Louis I here, too, were the 
medals of our own Societa of Cincinnati, In 
means of which, as histon tells us, an order of 
hcreditan knights came near being constituted 
out of the king quellers of the ret olution And 

besides, there were the patents of nobilit} of 
German counts and barons, Spanish grandees, 
and Lnghsh peers, from the worm-eaten instru- 
ments signed by Wdliam the Conqueror down 
to the brand-new parchment of the latest lord 
who has received his honors from the fair hand 
of Victona 

At sight of the dense volumes of smoke, min- 
gled with vivid jets of flame, that gushed and 
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eddied forth from this immense pile of earthly 
distinctions, the multitude of plebeian spectators 
set up a joyous shout, and clapped their hands 
ivith an emphasis that made the uelkin echo 
That as their moment of tnumph, achieved, 
after long ages, over creatures of the same clay 
and the same spiritual infirmities, who had dared 
to assume the pnvileges due only to Heaven's 
better workmanship But now there rushed 
towards the blazing heap a gray-haired man, of 
stately presence, weanng a coat from the breast 
of which a star, or other badge of rank, seemed 
to have been forcibly wrenched away He had 
not the tokens of intellectual power m his face , 
but still there was the demeanor, the habitual 
and almost native dignity, of one who had been 
born to the idea of his own social superionty, 
and had never felt it questioned till that mo- 
ment 

“ People,” cned he, gazing at the rum of what 
was dearest to his eyes wth gnef and wonder, 
but nevertheless with a degree of stateliness, — 
“ people, what have you done ? This fire is 
consuming all that marked your advance from 
barbarism, or that could have prevented your 
relapse thither We, the men of the privileged 
orders, were those who kept ahve from age to 
age the old chivalrous spint , the gentle and 
generous thought, the higher, the purer, the 
more refined and delicate life With the no- 
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r<'i\ \<'U r sf oft thr po-t, tfir piilittr, tin. 
■inlp'o' — tH tlir In nititiil irts , for nc ncrc 
t’n r ]M"on , n u! v.rUul tltr ntnuvplnrc iii 
\ !i r* the; tioiin h I ti nlxilishmif the iinirstic 
». i.u'ion'; of niil , not onl\ it<; 

1 r\cr, hot it ’ uin^tiu^ ” — 

Mon hcuniilcl ilniihtlc *: )n\ c •:[>nl cn , but 
br'c there c nn outir\ , '■porti\ l, conttniptti- 
ou , Tiui iriiiiijinru, tint Tlfoptrlnr drountd the 
nppeil of the fillcn nnblcnnn, }n<;onnich tint, 
O'^tinii OIK lool of devpiir nt Ins oswi Inlf- 
burned pcdiprcc, lie slimnK Incl into tin croud, 
phd to '-belter Ininstlf under Ins ncu-found in- 
sipnifinnct 

" Let him think ins stirs tint uc In\c not 
filing Inin into the snme fire ' ” shouted i rude 
finitre, spurning the endiers u jth Ins foot “ And 
henceforth let no nnn dare to show n piece of 
niusn pirchnieiit is his uarnnt for lording it 
o\er Ins fcllous If he Invc strength of arm, 
well md good , it is one species of supenontj' 
If he ln\e uit, uisdoin, coungc, force of clnr- 
icter, let these attributes do for him uhit they 
mi\ , but from this da) Tone ard no mortal must 
hope for place and consideration by^ reckoning 
up the mouldy bones of his ancestors That 
nonsense is done luay ” 

“ And in good time,” remarked the grave ob- 
server by my side, in a low voice, houever, “ if 
no worse nonsense comes in its place , but, at 
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all evcntSj this spcaes of nonsense has fairh 
hved out Its hfc ” 

There was little space to muse or moralize 
over the embers of this time-honored rubbish ; 
for, before it was half burned out, there came 
another multitude from bevond the sea, bearing 
the purple robes of ro\alty, and the crowns, 
globes, and sceptres of emperors and kings All 
these had been condemned as useless baubles, 
plaj^thmgs at best, fit only for the infancy of the 
world, or rods to govern and chastise it m its 
nonage, but with which universal manhood at its 
full-grown stature could no longer brook to be 
insulted Into such contempt had these regal 
insignia now fallen that the gilded crown and 
tinselled robes of the pk} er king from Drun 
Lane Theatre had been thro\% n in among the 
rest, doubdess as a mockery- of his brother mon- 
archs on the great stage of the world It was 
a strange sight to discern the crown jewels of 
England glowing and flashing in the midst of the 
fire Some of them had been delivered down 
from the tune of the Saxon pnnees , others were 
purchased with vast revenues, or perchance rav- 
ished from the dead brows of the native poten- 
tates of Hindostan , and the whole now blazed 
with a dazzling lustre, as if a star had fallen in 
that spot and been shattered into fragments 
The splendor of the rmned monarchv had no 
reflection save in those inestimable preaous 
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But cnougli on this subject It were 
Inu ttdious to dtsenhe hov. the 1 mperor of 
Austm's nnntle \Ms coinerted to tinder, and 
how the posts and pillars of the hrench throne 
became a heap of coals, which it was impossible 
to distinguish from those of an\ other wood 
Let me add, howeeer, that 1 noticed one of the 
exiled Boles stirring u]i the bonfire w ith the C/ar 
of Russia’s sceptre, which he .afterwards flung 
into the flames 

“ The smell of singed garments is quite in- 
tolerable here,” obsera cd m\ new acquaintance, 
as the brcc7c cn\ eloped us in the smoke of a 
roa.al wardrobe “ Let us get to windward and 
see what thc\ are doing on the other side of 
the bonfire ” 

We accordingh passed around, and were 
just in time to witness the arnval of a vast 
procession of Washingtonians, — as the vota- 
ncs of temperance call themselves nowadats, — 
accompanied b^ thousands of the Insh disci- 
ples of Father Mathcav, with that great apostle 
at their head Thc\ brought a nch contnbu- 
aon to the bonfire — being nothing less than 
all the hogsheads and barrels of liquor m the 
world, which thej' rolled before them across the 
praine 

“ Now, my children,” cned Father Mathew’, 
when they reached the verge of the fire, " one 
shove more, and the work is done And now 
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iec us st2Jid off, sjid see Satan deal with his own 
uquor ” 

Accord.nglv, having placed their wooden 
vessels vathm reach of the fames, the pro- 
cession stood off at a safe distance, and soon 
beheld them burst into a blaze that reached 
the clouds and threatened to set the slrv itself 
on fire. And well tt m.ght, for here was the 
whole worla’s stock of sprntuous hquo~s, wh’ch, 
instead of kmolmg a frenzied Lght in the eves 
of individoai topers as of t ore, soared upwards 
with a bewtldemig gleam that startled all man- 
kind. It was the aggregate tnat fierce fire 
which would otherwr-se have scorched the hearts 
of millions. Meantime numberless bottles of 
precious wine were hung into the blaze, which 
lapped up the contents as if it loved them, and 
grew, like other drunkards, the memer and 
fiercer for what it quaffea Never again will 
the insatiable thirst of the fire fiend be so pam- 
pered. Here were the treasures of famous bon 
vivants — Lquors that had been tossed on the 
ocean, and mellowed m the sun, and hoarded 
long m the recesses of the earth — the pale, the 
gold, the ruddv iuice of whatever vineyards 
were most cehcate — the entire vintage of To- 
fcav — all mingling m one stream with the vile 
fimds of the common pothouse, and contribut- 
ing to heighten the selframe blaze. Ana while 
it rose in a gigantic spire that seemed to wave 
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ngunsi ihc arch of the firimincnt and combine 
ustlf with tlic light of stars, the nniltitudc gave 
a shout as if the broad earth were ovultmg in 
us dclnerancc from the curse of ages 

But the jo\ was iiotumacrsal Many deemed 
tint human life would be gloomier than ever 
when that brief illumination should sink down 
While the reformers were at work, I overheard 
muttered expostulations from see era! respecta- 
ble gentlemen with red noses and wcanng gouty 
shoes, and a ragged worthe, whose face looked 
like a hearth where the fire is burned out, now' 
expressed his discontent more openly and boldly 
“What IS this world good for,” said the last 
toper, “now that we can never be jollv any 
more? What is to comfort the poor man in 
sorrow and pcrplexit) ? How' is he to keep 
his heart w'arm against the cold winds of this 
cheerless earth? And w'hat do you propose to 
give him in exchange for the solace that you 
take aw a) ? How are old friends to sit to- 
gether by the fireside wathout a cheerful glass 
betw cen them ? A plague upon your reforma- 
tion ' It IS a sad world, a cold w'orld, a selfish 
w'orld,a low world, not w'orth an honest fellow’s 

living in, now that good fellowship is gone for- 
1 

ever ' 

This harangue exated great mirth among 
the bystanders, but, preposterous as was the 
sentiment, I could not help commiserating the 
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forlorn condition of the last toper, whose boon 
companions had dwindled awav from his side, 
lea\nng the poor fellow vnthout a soul to coun- 
tenance him in sipping his liquor, nor indeed 
anv liquor to sip Not that this was quite the 
true state of the case , for I had obsen ed him 
at a cntical moment filch a bottle of fourth- 
proof brandy that fell beside the bonfire and 
hide It m his pocket 

The spirituous and fermented liquors being 
thus disposed of, the zeal of the reformers next 
induced them to replenish the fire with all the 
boxes of tea and bags of coffee in the world 
And now came the planters of Virginia, bnng- 
ing their crops and tobacco These, being cast 
upon the heap of inuahty, aggregated it to the 
size of a mountain, and incensed the atmosphere 
with such potent fragrance that methoughtue 
should never draw pure breath again The 
present sacnfice seemed to startle the lovers of 
the weed more than any that they had hitherto 
witnessed 

“Well, they’ve put my pipe out,” said an 
old gentleman, flinging it into the flames in a 
pet. “ What is this world coming to ' Everv- 
thing nch and racy — all the spice of hfe — is 
to be condemned as useless Now that they 
have kindled the bonfire, if these nonsensical 
reformers would fling themselves mto it, aff 
would be well enough • ” 
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" ]Jc rc<;pondcd a stanch conscr\a- 

tnc, “it will conn, to that in the end 7 hey 
will first fiing xis in, and finall\ themselves ” 
h'roin the general and s)stcmatic measures 
of reform I now turned to consider the indi- 
\idual contributions to this memorable bonfire 
In ma^^ instances these were of a a erj amusing 
character One poor fellow threw' m his empty 
purse, and another a bundle of counterfeit or 
insoh able banknotes bashionabic ladies threw' 
in their last season’s bonnets, together with 
heaps of nbbons, tcllow' lace, and mueh other 
half-worn milliner's ware, all of which proved 
even more evanescent in the fire than it had 
been in the fashion A multitude of lovers of 
both sexes — discarded maids or bachelors and 
couples mutually weary of one another — tossed 
in bundles of perfumed letters and enamored 
sonnets A hack politician, being depnved of 
bread b) the loss of office, threw in his teeth, 
w'hich happened to be false ones The Rev 
Sydney Smith — having voyaged across the 
Atlantic for that sole purpose — came up to 
the bonfire w'lth a bitter gnn and threw in 
certain repudiated bonds, fortified though they 
were with the broad seal of a sovereign state 
A little boy of five years old, in the premature 
manliness of the present epoch, threw m his 
playthings, a college graduate his diploma, an 
apothecary, ruined by the spread of homoeopa- 
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whose thunder had long been the voice of battle, 
— the artillery of the Armada, the battering 
trains of Marlborough, and the adverse cannon 
of Napoleon and Wellington, - — were trundled 
into the midst of the fire By the continual 
addition of dry combustibles, it had now waxed 
so intense that neither brass nor iron could with- 
stand it It was wonderful to behold how these 
temble instruments of slaughter melted away 
like playthings of wax Then the armies of the 
earth wheeled around the mighty furnace, with 
their military music playing tnumphant marches, 
and flung in their muskets and swords The 
standard-bearers, likewise, cast one look up- 
ward at their banners, all tattered with shot 
holes and inscribed with the names of victorious 
fields , and, giving them a last flourish on the 
breeze, they lowered them into the flame, which 
snatched them upward in its rush towards the 
clouds This ceremony being over, the world 
was left without a single weapon in its hands, 
— except possibly a few old king’s arms and 
rusty swords, and other trophies of the Revo- 
lution in some of our state armones And 
now the drums were beaten and the trumpets 
brayed all together, as a prelude to the procla- 
mation of universal and eternal peace and the 
announcement that glory was no longer to be 
won by blood, but that it would henceforth be 
the contention of the human race to work out 
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the grcntc<;t mututi good, and tint hcncficcncc, 
>n the ftiturc annals of the earth, would claim 
the prane of \*alor I he blessed tidings were 
accordingh promulgated, and caused infinite rc- 
imcings among those who had stood aghast at 
the horror and ahsurdiu of war 

But I saw a gnm smile pass over the scared 
Msage of a statcl\ old commander, — h) his 
warworn figure and rich militaiw dress, he might 
ha\c been one of Napoleon’s famous marshals, 
— who, with the rest of the world’s soldier}", 
had just flung awa\ the sword that had been 
familiar to his nght hand for half a centur} 

“At ' av ’ ’’ grumbled he “ Let them pro- 
claim what thc> please, but, in the end, we 
shall findjthat all this foolery has only made 
more work for the armorers and cannon found- 
ers ’’ 

“ Wht , sir,” exclaimed I, in astonishment, 
“ do you imagine that the human race will ever 
so far return on the steps of its past madness 
as to weld another sword or cast amJthcr can- 
non ’’ ” 

“ There will be no need,” observed, with a 
sneer, one who neither felt benevolence nor had 
faith in It. “ When Cain wished to slay his 
brother, he was at no loss for a weapon ” 

“ We shall see,” replied the veteran com- 
mander “ If I am mistaken, so much the bet- 
ter , but in my opinion, without pretending to 
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philosophize about the matter, the necessity of 
war lies far deeper than these honest gentlemen 
suppose What' is there a field for all the 
petty disputes of indnnduals ^ and shall there 
be no great law court for the settlement of na- 
tional difficulties ? The battlefield is the only 
court where such suits can be tried ” 

“You forget, general,” rejoined I, “ that, in 
this advanced stage of civilization. Reason and 
Philanthropy combined vail constitute just such 
a tnbunal as is requisite ” 

“ Ah, I had forgotten that, indeed ' ” said the 
old wamor, as he limped avaj 

The fire was now to be replenished with 
materials that had hitherto been considered of 
even greater importance to the well being of 
society than the warlike munitions which we 
had already seen consumed A body of reform- 
ers had travelled all over the earth in quest of 
the machinery by which the different nations 
were accustomed to inflict the punishment of 
death A shudder passed through the multitude 
as these ghastly emblems were dragged forward 
Even the flames seemed at first to shrink away, 
displaying the shape and murderous contrivance 
of each in a full blaze of hght, which of itself 
was sufficient to convince mankind of the long 
and deadly error of human law Those old 
implements of cruelty , those homble monsters 
of mechanism , those inventions which seemed 
210 



PnRTII'S HOIOCAUsr 

to riti.niul •;omctlting\\or<'t. tinn man’s mtunil 
heart to coiun\c, and which had liirl cd in the 
dll';! \ nook*; of ancient pnsons, the subject 
of lerror-stncken legend, — were now brought 
forth to Mcw Headsmen's a\cs, with the rust 
of noble and roaal blood upon them, and a aast 
colleciion of halters that had choked the breath 
of plebeian MCtims, were thrown in together A 
shout greeted thcarrnal of the guillotine, which 
was thrust fon\ard on the same wheels that had 
Ixj-nc It from one to another of the blood- 
stained streets of Pans But the loudest roar 
of applause went up, telling the distant sky of 
the tnumph of the earth’s redemption, when 
the gallows made its appearance An ill-look- 
ing fellow, however, rushed foiasard, and, put- 
ting himself in the path of the reformers, bel- 
lowed hoarsch, and fought with brute fury to 
sta\ their progress 

It was little matter of surpnse, perhaps, that 
the executioner should thus do his best to vin- 
dicate and uphold the machincr) by which he 
himself had his livelihood and worthier indi- 
viduals their death , but it deserved speaal 
note that men of a far different sphere — even 
of that consecrated class in whose guardianship 
the v^orld is apt to trust its benevolence — were 
found to take the hangman’s view of the ques- 
tion 

“ Stay, mv brethren • ” cned one of them 
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“You are misled by a false philanthropy, — 
you know not what you do The gallows is 
a heaven-ordained instrument Bear it back, 
then, reverently, and set it up in its old place, 
else the world will fall to speedy rum and deso- 
lation ' ” 

“ Onward ' onward ' ” shouted a leader m 
the reform “ Into the flames with the accursed 
instrument of man’s blood policy • How can 
human law inculcate benevolence and love while 
It persists 111 setting up the gallows as its chief 
symbol ? One heave more, good friends, and 
the world will be redeemed from its greatest 
error ” 

A thousand hands, that nevertheless loathed 
the touch, now lent their assistance, and thrust 
the ominous burden far, far into the centre 
of the raging furnace There its fatal and ab- 
horred image was beheld, first black, then a red 
coal, then ashes 

“ That was well done ' ” exclaimed I 

“ Yes, It was well done,” replied, but with 
less enthusiasm than I expected, the thoughtful 
observer who was still at my side , “ well done, 
if the world be good enough for the measure 
Death, however, is an idea that cannot easily 
be dispensed with in any condition between the 
pnmal innocence and that other punty and per- 
fection which perchance we are destined to at- 
tain after travelhng round the full circle , but, 
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nt nil It IS well tint the experiment 

choulii now he tned ’* 

“ 1 oo cold • too cold ' " impaticnth c\- 
chirncd the joung nnd ardent leader in this tn- 
uniph “ Let the heart ha\e its \oicc here as 
well as the intellect And as for ripeness, and 
as for progress, let mankind ^Iwa^ s do the high- 
est, kindest, noblest thing tint, at anj given 
period, It Ins attained the perception of, and 
sureh tint thing cannot he wrong nor wrongly 
timed ” 

I know not whether it w'cre the excitement 
of the scene, or v hether the good people around 
the bonfire were really growing more enlight- 
ened ever} instant, but they now' proceeded 
to measures in the full length of which I was 
hardly prepared to keep them company For 
instance, some threw' their marnage certificates 
into the flames, and deelared themselves candi- 
dates for a higher, holier, and more comprehen- 
sive union than that w'hich had subsisted from 
the birth of time under the form of the con- 
nubial tie Others hastened to the vaults of 
banks and to the coffers of the rich, — all of 
which were open to the first cejmer on this fated 
occasion, — and brought entire bales of paper 
money to enliven the blaze, and tons of com 
to be melted down by its intensity Hence- 
forth, they said, universal benevolence, un- 
coined and exhaustless, was to be the golden 
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currency of the world At this intelligence the 
bankers and speculators in the stocks grew pale, 
and a pickpocket, who had reaped a rich har- 
vest among the crowd, fell down in a deadly 
fainting fit A few men of business burned 
their day-books and ledgers, the notes and 
obligations of their creditors, and all other e%n- 
dences of debts due to themselves , while per- 
haps a somewhat larger number satisfied their 
zeal for reform with the sacnfice of any uncom- 
fortable recollection of their own indebtment 
There was then a cr}"^ that the period was ar- 
nved when the title deeds of landed property 
should be given to the flames, and the whole 
soil of the earth revert to the public, from 
whom It had been wrongfully abstracted and 
most unequally distributed among individuals 
Another party demanded that all wntten con- 
stitutions, set forms of government, legislative 
acts, statute-books, and everything else on which 
human invention had endeavored to stamp its 
arbitrary laws, should at once be destroyed, 
leaving the consummated world as free as the 
man first created 

Whether any ultimate action was taken with 
regard to these propositions is beyond my 
knowledge , for, just then, some matters were 
in progress that concerned my sympathies more 
nearly 

“ See ' see ' What heaps of books and 
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inniphlct*: ' ” cried n fellow, who did not seem 
to he T l(*\er of lite'ntnre “Now' we shall 
Ins e a glorious Ida/e ' *’ 

“ lint’s just the thing'” said a modern 
jihilosojdier “ Now we shall get nd of the 
weight of dead men’s thought, which has hith- 
erto pressed so heanly on thehsing intellect 
that It has been incompetent to any effectual 
self-c\crtion Well done, iti> lads ' Into the 
fire with them ' Now you arc enlightening the 
world indeed ' " 

“ But what IS to become of the trade? ” cried 
a frantic bookseller 

“ O, bj all means, let them accompany their 
merchandise,” coolly obsen'cd an author “ It 
will be a noble funeral pile' ” 

The truth was, that the human race had now 
reached a stage of progress so far beyond w'hat 
the wisest and wittiest men of former ages had 
ever dreamed of that it would have been a man- 
ifest absurdity to allow the earth to be any 
longer encumbered wath their poor achieve- 
ments in the literary line Accordingly a thor- 
ough and searching investigation had swept 
the booksellers’ shops, hawkers’ stands, public 
and private libranes, and even the little book- 
shelf by the country fireside, and had brought 
the world’s entire mass of pnnted paper, bound 
or m sheets, to swell the already mountain bulk 
of our illustnous bonfire Thick, heavy folios, 
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containing the labors of lexicographers, com- 
mentators and enc\ clopxdists, ucre flung in, 
and falling among the embers uith a leaden 
thump, smouldered aw a} to ashes like rotten 
wood The small, nchh gilt French tomes of 
the last age, with the hundred \olumcs of Vol- 
taire among them, went off in a bnlliant shower 
of sparkles and little jets of flame, while the 
current literature of the same nation burned 
red and blue, and threw an infernal light o\er 
the visages of the spectators, converting them 
all to the aspect of pam - colored fiends A 
collection of German stones emitted a scent 
of bnmstone The I nglish standard authors 
made excellent fuel, generalh exhibiting the 
properties of sound oak logs Milton’s works, 
in particular, sent up a powerful blaze, grad- 
ually reddening into a coal, which promised to 
endure longer than almost any other matcnal 
of the pile From Shakespeare there gushed 
a flame of such man’^ellous splendor that men 
shaded their eyes as against the sun’s mendian 
glor}% nor even when the works of his own 
eluadators were flung upon him did he cease 
to flash forth a dazzling radiance from beneath 
the ponderous heap It is my belief that he is 
blazing as femdly as ever 

“ Could a poet but light a lamp at that glon- 
ous flame,” remarked I, “ he might then con- 
sume the midnight oil to some good purpose ” 
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iitty of some nameless bard — perchance in the 
:orner of a newspaper — soared up among the 
stars avith a flame as brilliant as their own 
Speaking of the properties of flame, methought 
Shelley’s poetry emitted a purer light than al- 
most any other productions of his da\ , contrast- 
ing beautifully with the fitful and lurid gleams 
and gushes of black vapor that flashed and 
eddied from the volumes of Lord Byron As 
for Tom Moore, some of his songs diffused an 
odor like a burning pastil 

I felt particular interest in watching the tom- 
bustion of Amcncan authors, and scrupulously 
noted by my watch the precise number of mo- 
ments that changed most of them from shab- 
bily pnnted books to indisunguishablc ashes 
It would be invidious, howc\cr, if not penlous, 
to betray these awful secrets , so that I shall 
content myself wnth obsenung that it was not 
invariably the writer most frequent in the pub- 
lic mouth that made the most splendid appear- 
ance m the bonfire I especially^ remember that 
a great deal of excellent inflammability’ was ex- 
hibited in a thin volume of poems by Ellery 
Channing , although, to speak the truth, there 
were certain portions that hissed and spluttered 
in a very disagreeable fashion A cunous phe- 
nomenon occurred in reference to several wnt- 
ers, native as well as foreign Their books, 
though of highly respectable figure, instead of 
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lnir<;ting into a hhvc, or c\cn ‘imoxildt-ring out 
tluir sub>;tanci. in smoke, siidcknK melted nuay 
in a manner tint pro\ed them to he ice 

1 f It he no lack of modesta to mention ni} o\\ n 
works, It must here he confessed that I looked 
for them w ith fatherl) interest, hut m a am Too 
prohahK the) were changed to vapor h) the 
first action of the heat , at best, I can onh hope 
that, in their quiet w a\ , they contributed a ghm- 
menng spark or tw o to the splendor of the cven- 
mg 

" Alas ’ and woe is me * ’’ thus bemoaned him- 
self a hcaa*) -looking gentleman in green spec- 
tacles “ The world IS utterK ruined, and there 
is nothing to live for any longer The busi- 
ness of mv life IS snatched from me Not a 
a olume to be had for loa’^e or money ' ” 

“ 1 his," remarked the sedate observer beside 
me, “ IS a bookaaorm — one of those men avho 
arc born to gnaav dead thoughts His clothes, 
} 0 u see, arc covered avith the dust of libraries 
He has no inavard fountain of ideas; and, m 
good earnest, noav that the old stock is abol- 
ished, I do not see aa^hat is to become of the 
poor felloav Have you no avord of comfort for 
him ^ ” 

“ My dear sir,” said I to the desperate book- 
avorm, “ is not Nature better than a book? Is 
not the human heart deeper than any system 
of philosophy? Is not life replete avith more 
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instruction than past observers have found it 
possible to wnte down in maxims Be of good 
cheer The great book of Time is still spread 
wide open before us , and, if we read it aright, 
It will be to us a volume of eternal truth ” 

“ O, my books, my books, — my precious 
printed books ' ” reiterated the forlorn book- 
worm “ My only reality was a bound volume , 
and now they will not leave me even a shad- 
owy pamphlet ' ” 

In fact, the last remnant of the literature of 
all the ages was now descending upon the blaz- 
ing heap in the shape of a cloud of pamphlets 
from the press of the New World These like- 
wise were consumed in the twinkling of an eye, 
leaving the earth, for the first time since the days 
of Cadmus, free from the plague of letters — an 
enviable field for the authors of the next gener- 
ation 

“Well, and does anything remain to be 
done ? ” inquired I somewhat anxiously “ Un- 
less we set fire to the earth itself, and then leap 
boldly off into infinite space, I know not that 
we can carry reform to any farther point ” 

“ You are vastly mistaken, my good friend,” 
said the observer “ Believe me, the fire will 
not be allowed to settle down without the addi- 
tion of fuel that will startle many persons who 
have lent a willing hand thus far ” 

Nevertheless their appeared to be a relaxa- 
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tion of effort for a little time, dunng which, 
probably, the leaders of the movement were 
considering what should be done next In the 
interval, a philosopher threw his theory into 
the flames, — a sacnfice which, by those who 
knew how to estimate it, was pronounced the 
most remarkable that had yet been made The 
combustion, however, was by no means bnlliant 
Some indefatigable people, scorning to take a 
moment’s ease, now employed themselves in 
collecting all the withered leaves and fallen 
boughs of the forest, and thereby recruited the 
bonfire to a greater height than ever But this 
was mere by-play 

“ Here comes the fresh fuel that I spoke of,” 
said my compamon 

To my astonishment, the persons who now 
advanced into the vacant space around the 
mountain fire bore surplices and other priestly 
garments, mitres, crosiers, and a confusion of 
Popish and Protestant emblems, with which it 
seemed their purpose to consummate the great 
act of faith Crosses from the spires of old 
cathedrals were cast upon the heap with as lit- 
tle remorse as if the reverence of centunes, 
passing m long array beneath the lofty towers, 
had not looked up to them as the holiest of 
symbols The font in which infants were con- 
secrated to God, the sacramental vessels whence 
piety received the hallowed draught, were given 
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to the ?ime dci.truction. Pcrhip« it mo'^t 
nc-irlv touched m\ heart to see among these 
devoted relics frawnicnts of the humble com- 
munion-tiblcs and unaccorated puipUs which 
I recognized as ha\ mg been torn from the 
meeting houses of New Lnghnd Those sim- 
ple edifices might hi\ e been permitted to retain 
all of sacred embellishment that their Puntan 
founders h-’d bestowed, c\ en though tlie mighty 
structure of St Peter’s had sent its spoils to 
the fire of this tcmble sacnfice Yet I iclt that 
these were but the externals of religion, and 
might most safe!} be relinquished bvspints that 
best knew their deep significance 

“All is well,” said I, chccrfullv. "The 
wood-paths shall be the aisles of our cathe- 
dral, — the firmament itself shall be its ceiling 
M hat needs an earthlv roof betw ecn the De^ty 
and his worshippers ' Our faith can well afford 
to lose all the drapen that even the hohest men 
have thrown around it, and be only the more 
sublime in its simpliatv ” 

"True,” said mv companion , “ but will they 
pause here ' ” 

The doubt implied m his question was well 
founded In the general destruction of books 
already desenbed, a holv volume, that stood 
apart from the catalogue of human literature, 
and vet, m one sense, was at its head, had been 
spared But the Titan of innovation, — angel or 
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rtrfiii. liniiMr m In initirr, tiuI rijnlik of deceit 
I'utli ilnncjcr , — at fir t ‘Inliiig 
(iauti <>iil\ the ohi Ttul rotten '-liipi.': of things, 
li ul nou, ns It ipptirr<l, hui his tcrnhlc Iniui 
upon the nnin pillnrs which supported the w hole 
edifice of our niortl nnd spiritunl state 1 he in- 
Inhitnnts of the earth had grown too enlightened 
to define their faith within a form of words, 
or to limit the spinttial h\ am analoga to our 
nn’cnal cMstcncc I ruths which tlie heavens 
frcmlded at were now hut a fthle of the world’s 
infanev 'I herefore, as the final sacrifice of 
human error, what else remained to he thrown 
upon the embers of that awful pile except the 
book which, though a celestial rev'elation to past 
ages, was but a voice from a lower sphere as re- 
Carded the present race of man ? It was done! 
Upon the bla7ing heap of falsehood and worn- 
out tnith — things that the earth had newer 
needed, or had ceased to need, or had grovv'n 
childishly wean of — fell the ponderous church 
Bible, the great old v'olumc that had lain so 
long on the cushion of the pulpit, and whence 
the pastor's solemn voice had given holy utter- 
ance on so many a Sabbath day There like- 
wise fell the famdy Bible, which the long-buncd 
patriarch had read to his children, — m prosper- 
ity or sorrow', by the fireside and in the summer 
shade of trees, — and had bequeathed down- 
ward as the heirloom of generations There 
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fell the bosom Bible, the little volume that had 
been the soul’s friend of sonic sorel) tried child 
of dust, who thence took courage, whether his 
trial were for life or death, sttadfastlj confront- 
ing both in the strong assurance of immortal- 
ity 

All these were flung into the fierce and not- 
ous blaze, and then a might) wind came roar- 
ing across the plain with a desolate howl, as if 
It w'ere the angr)' lamentation of the earth for 
the loss of heaven’s sunshine, — and it shook 
the gigantic p) ramid of flame and scattered the 
anders of half-consumed abominations around 
upon the spectators 

“ This is ternblc ' ” said I, feeling that my 
cheek grew' pale, and seeing a like change in 
the visages about me 

“ Be of good courage yet,” answered the man 
w’lth whom I had so often spoken He con- 
tinued to gaze steadily at the spectacle wath a 
singular calmness, as if it concerned him merely 
as an observer “ Be of good courage, nor yet 
exult too much , for there is far less both of 
good and evil m the effect of this bonfire than 
the world might be willing to believe ” 

“ How can that be? ” exclaimed I impaticntl)' 
“ Has It not consumed ever)'thing ^ Has it not 
swallowed up or melted down every human or 
dmne appendage of our mortal state that had 
substance enough to be acted on by fire ? Will 
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tJ.r X I't -.utliin” Irjt u* to uuirrnu inornitifj 
h icr o" wot’'- tint) n linp of ctiii)crs niul 
"'hr ? 

“ A Mijcdh there «ilI,"Mui nn rn\t friend 
“Come hither to-mn'row morning, or \\ hen- 
ce c- the condnr tihlr portion of t)ic pile ‘^Inll he 
quite Inirncd out, nnd \oij will find nmong the 
ns'ic ce ere thing rcnlh eilinhle tint \ou ln\e 
'em CT-t into the flunc; J nist me, tlie world 
of to-nmrrou will ngnin etincli itielf with the 
gold Tiul dnmotid'; w Inch Ine e hceii cist off he 
the world of to-die Not i truth is dcsiroeed 
nor huned so deep imong the ishes hut it will 
he nhed u]> it list " 

I his W 1 S 1 stnnge issunnee Vet I felt in- 
clined to credit it, the more cspecnIK as 1 be- 
held among the willow ing /Times i cop\ of the 
Hoh Scriptures, the piges of which, instcid of 
being hlachened into tinder, onU assumed a 
more di77ling whiteness is the finger-marks of 
human imperfection were punfied awaj Cer- 
tain marginal notes and comincntancs, it is true, 
jiclded to the intcnsita of the fierv’^ test, hut 
without detnment to the smallest s) liable that 
had /Tamed from the pen of inspiration 

“Yes , there is the proof of what you say,” 
answered I, turning to the observer, “but if 
only what is evil can feel the action of the /ire, 
then, surely, the confligration has been of in- 
estimable utility Vet, if I understand anght, 
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you mtiraate a doubt whether the world’s ex- 
pectation of benefit would be realized by it.” 

“ Listen to the talk of these worthies,” said 
he, pointing to a group in front of the blazing 
pile ; “ possibly they may teach you something 
useful without intending it.” 

The persons whom he indicated consisted of 
that brutal and most earthy figure who had 
stood forth so fiinously in defence of the gal- 
lows, — the hangman, in short, — together with 
the last thief and the last murderer, all three of 
whom were clustered about the last toper The 
latter was liberally passing the brandy botde, 
which he had rescued from the general destruc- 
tion of wines and spints This htde conviyial 
part)’" seemed at the lowest pitch of despond- 
ency, as considermg that the purified world must 
needs be utterly unlike the sphere that they had 
hitherto known, and therefore but a strange and 
desolate abode for gentlemen of their kidney 
' The best counsel for all of us is,” remarked 
the hangman, “ that, as soon as we have finished 
the last drop of hquor, I help you, my three 
friends, to a comfortable end upon the nearest 
tree, and then hang myself on the same bough 
This is no world for us any longer.” 

'' Poh, pph, my good fellows ' ” said a dark- 
complexioned personage, who now joined the 
group, — his complexion was indeed fearfully 
dark, and his eyes glowed with a redder light 
226 



EARTH’S HOLOCAUST 


than that of the bonfire , “ be not so cast down, 
my dear friends , you shall see good days yet 
There ’s one thing that these wiseacres have 
forgotten to throw into the fire, and without 
which all the rest of the conflagration is just 
nothing at all, yes, though they had burned 
the earth itself to a cinder ” 

“And what may that be^” eagerly demanded 
the last murderer 

“What but the human heart itself? ” said the 
dark-visaged stranger, with a portentous gnn 
“And, unless they hit upon some method of 
purifying that foul cavern, forth from it will 
reissue all the shapes of wrong and misery — 
the same old shapes or worse ones — which 
they have taken such a vast deal of trouble to 
consume to ashes I have stood by this live- 
long night and laughed in my sleeve at the 
whole business O, take my word for it, it 
will be the old world yet ' ” 

This bnef conversation supplied me with a 
theme for lengthened thought How sad a 
truth, if true it were, that man’s age-long en- 
deavor for perfection had served only to render 
him the mockery of the evil pnnaple, from 
the fatal arcumstance of an error at the very 
root of the matter ' The heart, the heart, — 
there was the little yet boundless sphere wherein 
existed the original wrong of which the cnme 
and misery of this outward world were merely 
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types Punfv that inward sphere, and the many 
shapes of e^^l that haunt the out^-ard, and which 
now seem almost our onlv realmes, will turn to 
shadowy phantoms and vamsh of their own 
accord; but if we go no deeper than the in- 
tellect, and strive, with merelv that feeble instru- 
ment, to discern and rectify what is wrong, our 
whole accomphshment wdl be a dream, so un- 
substantial that it matters little whether the bon- 
fire, which I have so faithfully described, were 
what we choose to call a real event and a flame 
that would scorch the finger, or only a phos- 
phoric radiance and a parable of my own brain 
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AT HOME 

F rom mfanc}'' I was under the guardian- 
ship of a village parson, who made me the 
subject of daily prayer and the sufferer of 
innumerable stripes, using no distinction, as to 
these marks of paternal love, between myself and 
his own three boys The result, it must be owned, 
has been very different m their cases and mine, 
they being all respectable men and well settled 
m life , the eldest as the successor to his father’s 
pulpit, the second as a physician, and the third 
as a partner in a wholesale shoe store, while I, 
with better prospects than either of them, have 
run the course which this volume will descnbe 
Yet there is room for doubt whether I should 
have been any better contented with such suc- 
cess as theirs than with my own misfortunes — 
at least, till after my expenence of the latter had 
made it too late for another tnal 

My guardian had a name of considerable emi- 
nence, and fitter for the place it occupies in 
ecclesiastical history than for so fnvolous a page 
as mine In his own viamty, among the lighter 
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part of his hearers, he was called Parson Thump- 
cushion, from the verv forcible gestures with 
which he illustrated his doctrines Certainly, 
if his powders as a preacher w'ere to be estimated 
by the damage done to his pulpit furniture, 
none of his living brethren, and but few dead 
ones, would have been worthy even to pro- 
nounce a benediction after him Such pound- 
ing and expounding the moment he began to 
grow warm, such slapping with his open palm, 
thumping with his closed fist, and banging wnth 
the whole weight of the great Bible, convinced 
me that he held, in imagination, either the Old 
Nick or some Unitarian infidel at bay, and be- 
labored his unhappy cushion as prox}' for those 
abominable adversanes Nothing but this ex- 
erase of the body while dehvenng his sermons 
could have supported the good parson’s health 
under the mental toil which they cost him in 
composition 

Though Parson Thumpcushion had an up- 
nght heart, and some called it a warm one, he 
was invariably stern and severe, on pnnciple, 
I suppose, to me With late justice, though 
early enough, even now, to be tinctured with 
generosity, I acknowledge him to have been a 
good and wise man after his own fashion If 
his management failed as to myself, it succeeded 
with his three sons , nor, I must frankly say, 
could any mode of education with which it was 
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possible for him to be acquainted have made 
me much better than what I was or led me to 
a happier fortune than the present He could 
neither change the nature that God gave me 
nor adapt his own inflexible mind to my pecul- 
iar character Perhaps it was my chief mis- 
fortune that I had neither father nor mother 
alive, for parents have an instinctive sagacity 
in regard to the welfare of their children, and 
the child feels a confidence both in the wisdom 
and affection of his parents which he cannot 
transfer to any delegate of their duties, however 
conscientious An orphan’s fate is hard, be he 
rich or poor As for Parson Thumpcushion, 
whenever I see the old gentleman in my dreams 
he looks kindly and sorrowfully at me, holding 
out his hand as if each had something to for- 
give With such kindness and such forgive- 
ness, but without the sorrow, may our next 
meeting be ' 

I was a youth of gay and happy tempera- 
ment, with an incomgible levity of spirit, of 
no viaous propensities, sensible enough, but 
wayward and fanaful What a character was 
this to be brought in contact with the stem old 
Pilgrim spint of my guardian ' We were at 
variance on a thousand points , but our chief 
and final dispute arose from the pertinaaty with 
which he insisted on my adopting a particular 
profession , while I, being heir to a moderate 
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competence, had avowed my purpose of keep- 
ing aloof from the regular business of life This 
would have been a dangerous resolution any- 
where in the world , it was fatal in New Eng- 
land There is a grossness in the conceptions 
of my countrymen , they will not be convinced 
that any good thing may consist with what they 
call idleness , they can anticipate nothing but 
evil of a young man who neither studies physic, 
law, nor gospel, nor opens a store, nor takes to 
farming, but manifests an incomprehensible dis- 
position to be satisfied with what his father left 
him The pnnciple is excellent in its general 
influence, but most miserable in its effect on the 
few that violate it. I had a quick sensitiveness 
to public opinion, and felt as if it ranked me 
with the tavern haunters and town paupers, — 
with the drunken poet who hawked his own 
Fourth of July odes, and the broken soldier 
who had been good for nothing since last ^var 
The consequence of all this was a piece of 
light-hearted desperation 

I do not over-estimate my notonety when 
I take It for granted that many of my read- 
ers must have heard of me m the wild way of 
life which I adopted The idea of becoming 
u wandering story-teller had been suggested, a 
year or two before, by an encounter with several 
merry vagabonds in a showman’s wagon, where 
they and I had sheltered ourselves dunng a sum- 
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nu'- '>hn.\cr I he project wt; not ntorc tx- 
ttr\ I'nnt tlnn im>''t winch t ^oung man forms 
nti'-cr <mc' are c\tciuc.lc\cr\ (ia\ , and, not 
to nnntion m\ prototvpes m tla 1 ast, and the 
•vandc-mg orator'-aml poets whom m\ own cars 
have hcani, I hul the example of one diustnous 
Itinerant m the other hemisphere, — of Gold- 
smith, who planned and performed his tn\els 
through 1 ranee and Itah on a less jiromising 
scheme than mine 1 took credit to nnself 
for \anoiis qualifications, mental and personal, 
suited to the undertaking Besides, m\ mind 
had latterh tormented me for emplot ment, — 
keeping up an irregular actn it\ even in sleep, 
and making me conscious that 1 must tod, if it 
were hut in catching hutternics But mv chief 
motives were, discontent v ith home and a bit- 
ter grudge against Parson Thumpcushion, who 
would rather have laid me in ma father’s tomb 
than seen me either a novelist or an actor, two 
characters which I thus hit upon a method of 
uniting After all it was not half so foolish as if 
1 had written romances instead of reciting them 
The following pages will contain a picture 
of my vagrant life, intermixed with specimens, 
generally bnef and slight, of that great mass 
of fiction to which I gave existence, and which 
has vanished like cloud shapes Besides the 
occasions when I sought a pecuniary reward, I 
was accustomed to exercise my narrative faculty 
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wherever chance had collected a little audience 
idle enough to listen These rehearsals were 
useful in testing the strong points of my stones , 
and, indeed, the flow of fancy soon came upon 
me so abundantly that its indulgence was its 
own reward, though the hope of praise also 
became a powerful incitement Since I shall 
never feel the warm gush of new thought as I 
did then, let me beseech the reader to believe 
that my tales were not always so cold as he may 
find them now With each specimen will be 
given a sketch of the circumstances in which 
the story was told Thus my air - drawn pic- 
tures will be set m frames perhaps more valuable 
than the pictures themselves, since they will be 
embossed with groups of characteristic figures, 
amid the lake and mountain scenery, the vil- 
lages and fertile fields, of our native land But 
I wnte the book for the sake of its moral, 
which many a dreaming youth may profit by, 
though It IS the experience of a wandenng story- 
teller 


A FUGHT IN THE FOG 

I set out on my rambles one morning in June 
about sunrise The day promised to be fair, 
though at that early hour a heavy mist lay 
along the earth and setded in minute globules 
on the folds of my clothes, so that I looked 
precisely as if touched with a hoar-frost The 
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spirit ns if I would hn\c flown from one stnr to 
another through tlic unittrse I wa\cd mv 
hand towards the duskt tillage, bade it a joj- 
ous firewel), and turned away to follow any 
path but that w Inch might lead me back Never 
was Childc Harold’s sentiment adopted in a 
spirit more unlike his own 

Natunlh enough, I thought of Don Quixote 
Recollecting how’ the knight and Sancho had 
watched for auguncs when they took the road 
to loboso, I began, between jest and earnest, 
to feel a similinr anxict) It w'as gratified, and 
bv a more poetical phenomenon than the bray- 
ing of the dappled ass or the neigh of Rosinante 
7 he sun, then just above the horiaon, shone 
faintly through the fog, and formed a species 
of rainbow' m the w'cst, bestnding my intended 
road like a gigantic portal I had never known 
before that a bow could be generated between 
the sunshine and the morning mist. It had no 
brilliancy, no perceptible hues, but was a mere 
unpamted framework, as white and ghostlike as 
the lunar rainbow, which is deemed ominous of 
evil. But, w'lth a light heart to which all omens 
were propitious, I advanced beneath the misty 
archway of futurity 

I had determined not to enter on my pro- 
fession within a hundred miles of home, and 
then to cover myself ivith a fictitious name The 
first precaution was reasonable enough, as other- 
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wise Parson Thumpcushion might have put an 
untimely catastrophe to my story , but as no- 
body would be much affected by my disgrace, 
and all was to be suffered m my own person, I 
know not why I cared about a name For a 
week or two I travelled almost at random, seek- 
ing hardly any guidance except the whirling of 
a leaf at some turn of the road, or the green 
bough that beckoned me, or the naked branch 
that pointed its withered finger onward All 
my care was to be farther from home each night 
than the preceding morning 

A FELLOW TRAVELLER 

One day at noontide, when the sun had burst 
suddenly out of a cloud and threatened to dis- 
solve me, I looked round for shelter, whether 
of tavern, cottage, bam, or shady tree The 
first which offered itself was a wood — not a 
forest, but a tnm plantation of young oaks, 
growing just thick enough to keep the mass of 
sunshine out, while they admitted a few strag- 
gling beams, and thus produced the most cheer- 
ful gloom imaginable A brook, so small and 
clear, and apparently so cool, that I wanted to 
dnnk it up, ran under the road through a little 
arch of stone without once meeting the sun m 
Its passage from the shade on one side to the 
shade on the other As there was a stepping- 
place over the stone wall, and a path along the 
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riMiIctj I followed It and discovered its source 
— a spnng gushing out of an old barrel 

In this pleasant spot I saw a light pack sus- 
pended from the branch of a tree, a stick lean- 
ing against the trunk, and a person seated on the 
grassv \ erge of the spnng, w ith his back tow ards 
me He was a slender figure, dressed m black 
broadcloth, which was none of the finest nor 
\erv fashionabh cut On hearing mj' footsteps^ 
he started up rather nervously, and, turning 
round, show’cd the face of a young man about 
my own age, with his finger in a volume w'hich 
he had been reading till my intrusion His 
book was cv idently a pocket Bible Though I 
piqued myself at that penod on my great pen- 
etration into people’s characters and pursuits, 

I could not decide whether this young man in 
black were an unfledged divine from Andover, 
a college student, or prepanng for college at 
some academy In cither case I would quite 
as walhngly have found a merrier companion , 
such, for instance, as the comedian with whom 
Gil Bias shared his dinner beside a fountain m 
Spain 

After a nod w^hich was duly returned, I made 
a goblet of oak leaves, filled and emptied it two 
or three times, and then remarked, to hit the 
stranger’s classical associations, that this beauti- 
ful fountain ought to flow from an um instead 
of an old barrel He did not show that he un- 
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these articles on the stump of a tree, he pro- 
ceeded to ask a blessing on our food, an unex- 
pected ceremony, and quite an impressive one at 
our woodland table, with the fountain gushing 
beside us and the bnght sky glimmenng through 
the boughs , nor did his bnef petition affect me 
less because his embarrassment made his voice 
tremble At the end of the meal he returned 
thanks with the same tremulous fervor 

He felt a natural kindness for me after thus 
reheving my necessities, and showed it by be- 
comingless reserved On my part, I professed 
never to have relished a dinner better , and, in 
requital of the stranger’s hospitality, solicited 
the pleasure of his company to supper 
“ Where ^ At your home ^ ” asked he 
"Yes,” said I, smiling 
" Perhaps our roads are not the same,” ob- 
served he 

“ O, I can take any road but one, and yet 
not miss my way,” answered I “ This morn- 
ing I breakfasted at home , I shall sup at home 
to-night , and a moment ago I dined at home 
To be sure, there was a certain place which I 
called home , but I have resolved not to see it 
again till I have been quite round the globe and 
enter the street on the east as I left it on the 
west In the mean time, I have a home every- 
where or nowhere, just as you please to take 
It” 
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“ N owhere, then , for this transitory world 
IS not our home,” said the young man with 
solemnity “ We are all pilgrims and wander- 
ers , but It IS strange that we two should meet ” 

I inquired the meaning of this remark, but 
could obtain no satisfactory reply But we had 
eaten salt together, and it was right that we 
should form acquaintance after that ceremony, 
as the Arabs of the desert do, especially as he 
had learned something about myself, and the 
courtesy of the country entitled me to as much 
information in return I asked whither he was 
travelling 

" I do not know,” said he, — “ but God 
knows ” 

“ That is strange ' ” exclaimed I , “ not that 
God should know it, but that you should not 
And how is your road to be pointed out ? ” 

“ Perhaps by an inward conviction,” he re- 
plied, looking sideways at me to discover 
whether I smiled , " perhaps by an outward 
sign ” 

“ Then, beheve me,” said I, “ the outward 
sign is already granted you, and the inward 
conviction ought to follow We are told of 
pious men in old times who committed them- 
selves to the care of Providence, and saw the 
manifestation of its will in the shghtest circum- 
stances, as in the shooting of a star, the flight 
of a bird, or the course taken by some brute 
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animal Sometimes even a stupid dss was their 
guide May not I be as good a one ? ” 

“ I do not know,” said the pilgnm with per- 
fect simplicity 

We did, however, follow the same road, and 
were not overtaken, as I partly apprehended, 
by the keepers of any lunatic asylum in pursuit 
of a stray patient Perhaps the stranger felt 
as much doubt of my sanity as I did of his, 
though certainly with less justice, since I was 
fully aware of my own extravagances, while he 
acted as wildly and deemed it heavenly wisdom 
We were a singular couple, — stnkingly con- 
trasted, yet cunously assimilated, — each of us 
remarkable enough by himself, and doubly so 
m the other’s company Without any formal 
compact, we kept together day after day tiU our 
union appeared permanent. Even had I seen 
nothing to love and admire in him, I could 
never have thought of deserting one who needed 
me continually , for I never knew a person, not 
even a woman, so unfit to roam the world in 
solitude as he was — so painfully shy, so easily 
discouraged by slight obstacles, and so often 
depressed by a weight within himself 

I was now far from my native place, but had 
not yet stepped before the public A slight 
tremor seized me whenever I thought of re- 
linquishing the immunities of a private charac- 
ter, and giving every man, and for money too, 
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the nghtj which no man yet possessed, of treat- 
ing me with open scorn But about a week 
after contracting the above alliance I made my 
bow to an audience of nine persons, seven of 
whom hissed me in a very disagreeable manner, 
and not without good cause Indeed, the fail- 
ure was so signal that it would have been mere 
swindling to retain the money, which had been 
paid on my implied contract to give its value 
of amusement So I called in the doorkeeper, 
bade him refund the whole receipts, a mighty 
sum, and was gratified ivith the round of ap- 
plause by way of offset to the hisses This event 
would have looked most homble m antiapa- 
tion, — a thing to make a man shoot himself, 
or run amuck, or hide himself in caverns where 
he might not see his own burning blush , but 
the reality was not so very hard to bear It 
is a fact that I was more deeply gneved by an 
almost parallel misfortune which happened to 
my companion on the same evening In my 
own behalf I was angry and excited, not de- 
pressed , my blood ran quick, my spmts rose 
buoyantly, and I had never felt such a confi- 
dence of future success and determination to 
achieve it as at that trying moment. I re- 
solved to persevere, if it were only to wnng the 
reluctant praise from my enemies 

Hitherto I had immensely underrated the 
difficulties of my idle trade , now I recognized 
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that It demanded nothing short of my whole 
powers, cultivated to the utmost, and exerted 
with the same prodigality as if I were speaking 
for a great party or for the nation at large on 
the floor of the Capitol No talent or attain- 
ment could come amiss , everv'thing, indeed, 
was requisite — wide observation, varied know- 
ledge, deep thoughts and sparkling ones , pa- 
thos and levity, and a mixture of both, like 
sunshine in a raindrop, lofty imagination, veil- 
ing Itself in the garb of common life , and the 
practised art which alone could render these 
gifts, and more than these, available Not that 
I ever hoped to be thus qualified But my 
despair was no ignoble one, for knowing the 
impossibility of satisf\mg mjsclf, even should 
the w’orld be satisfied, I did my best to over- 
come It , investigated the causes of cver)'^ de- 
fect , and strove, with patient stubbornness, to 
remove them in the next attempt It is one 
of my few' sources of pride, that, ridiculous as 
the object w'as, I followed it up with the firm- 
ness and cnerg} of a man 

I manufactured a great vancts of plots and 
skeletons of talcs, and kept them rcada for use, 
leaving the filling up to the inspiration of the 
moment, though I cannot remember cicr to 
haae told a talc which did nor a an consider- 
abla from ma prcconcciaed idea, and acquire 
a noaclta of aspect as often as 1 rcpeaited it 
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Oddly enough, my success was generally in pro- 
portion to the difference between the concep- 
tion and accomplishment I provided two or 
more commencements and catastrophes to many 
lof the tales, — a happy expedient, suggested by 
the double sets of sleeves and tnmmmgs which 
diversified the suits in Sir Piercy Shafton’s ward*- 
robe But my best efforts had a unity, a whol e- 
ness, and a separate character that did not afd- 
mit of this sort of mechanism | 

■i 

THE VILLAGE THEATRE 

About the first of September my fellow travV 
eller and myself amved at a country town,\ 
where a small company of actors, on their re-' 
turn from a summer’s campaign in the British 
provinces, were giving a senes of dramatic ex- 
hibitions A moderately sized hall of the tav- 
ern had been converted into a theatre The 
performances that evening were. The Heir at 
Law, and No Song, no Supper, with the rea- 
tation of Alexander’s Feast between the play 
and farce The house was thin and dull But 
the next day there appeared to be bnghter pro- 
spects, the play-bills announcing at every cor- 
ner, on the town pump, and — awful sacnlege ! 
— on the very door of the meeting-house, an 
Unprecedented Attraction ' After setting forth 
the ordinary entertainments of a theatre, the 
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puMic were informtfl, in the hugest type that 
the printiiig-ofiicc could suppl\, that the man- 
ager Ind been fortunate enough to accomplish 
an entracement with the celebrated Stor) -Teller, 
lie would make his first appearance that even- 
ing, and recite his famous tale of Mr Higgin- 
botham's Catastrophe, which had been received 
with rapturous applause bj audiences in all the 
principal cities 7 his outrageous flourish of 
trumpets, be it known, was wholly unauthor- 
i7cd b> me, who had merely made an engage- 
ment for a single evening, w'lthout assuming 
anj more celebrity than the httic J possessed 
As for the tale, it could hardly have been ap- 
plauded by rapturous audiences, being as yet an 
unfilled plot , nor even w'hcn I stepped upon 
the stage w'as it decided w'hcther Mr Higgin- 
botham should live or die 

In tw'o or three places, underneath the flam- 
ing bills which announced the Story-Teller, was 
pasted a small slip of paper, giving notice, in 
tremulous characters, of a religious meeting to 
be held at the schoolhouse, where, with divine 
permission, Eliakim Abbott would address sin- 
ners on the welfare of their immortal souls 
In the evening, after the commencement of 
the tragedy of Douglas, I took a ramble through 
the town to quicken my ideas by active motion 
My spirits were good, with a certain glow of 
mind which I had already learned to depend 
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upon as the sure prognostic of success Pass- 
ing a small and sohtarv schoolhouse, where a 
hght was burning dimly and a few people were 
entenng the door, I went in with them, and 
saw mv fnend Eliakim at the desk- He had 
collected about fifteen hearers, mostly females 
Just as I entered he was beginning to pray m 
accents so low and interrupted that he seemed 
to doubt the reception of his efforts both with 
God and man There was room for distrust 
in regard to the latter. At the conclusion of 
the prayer several of the httle audience went 
out, leaving him to begin his discourse under 
such discouragmg circumstances, added to his 
natural and agomzing diffidence- Knowing that 
mv presence on these occasions increased his 
embarrassment, I had stationed mvself m a 
dusky place near the door, and now stole softi) 
out. 

On mv return to the tavern the tragedy was 
alreadv concluded ; and, being a feeble one m 
itself and mdifferentlv performed, it left so much 
the better chance for the Storv-Teller The 
bar was thronged with customers, the toddy 
sock keeping a contmual tattoo , while m the 
hall there was a broad, deep, buzzing sound, 
with an occasional peal of impaoent thunder, — 
all symptoms of an overflowing house and an 
eager audience. I drank a glass of wine and 
water, and stood at the side scene conversing 
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uith n \oiing person of douhtful Jf a gen- 
tlennri, lu)u could Iil ln\c jicrfonncd the sing- 
ing girl the night hcforc m No Song, no Sup- 
per ^ Or, if 1 lHi\, win did she emet Young 
Nonil, ind now venrn green coat and white 
pmnloons in the clnricter of Little Ihckle? In 
either case the dress was pretta and the wearer 
bewitching, so that, at the proper moment, I 
stepped fon\ard with a gaj heart and a bold 
one , w hile the orchestra ph) ed a tunc that had 
resounded at man} a country ball, and the cur- 
tain as It rose discovered something like a coun- 
try bar-room Such a scene was well enough 
adapted to such a tale 

The orchestra of our little theatre consisted 
of two fiddles and a clannet , but, if the whole 
harmonj of the Tremont had been there, it 
might have swelled in vain beneath the tumult 
of applause that greeted me The good people 
of the town, knowing that the world contained 
innumerable persons of celebrity undreamed of 
by them, took it for granted that I was one, 
and that their roar of welcome was but a feeble 
echo of those which had thundered around me 
in lofty theatres Such an enthusiastic uproar 
was never heard Each person seemed a Bn- 
areus clapping a hundred hands, besides keep- 
ing his feet and several cudgels in play with 
stamping and thumping on the floor , while the 
ladies flourished their white cambnc handker- 
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chiefs, intermixed with yellow and red bandanna, 
like the flags of different nations After such a 
salutation, the celebrated Story-Teller felt al- 
most ashamed to produce so humble an affair 
as Mr Higginbotham’s Catastrophe 

This story was ongmally more dramatic than 
as there presented, and afforded good scope for 
mimicry and buffoonery, neither of which, to 
my shame, did I spare I never knew the 
“ magic of a name ” till I used that of Mr Hig- 
ginbotham Often as I repeated it, there were 
louder bursts of merriment than those which 
responded to what, in my opinion, were more 
legitimate strokes of humor The success of 
the piece was incalculably heightened by a stiff 
cue of horsehair, which Little Pickle, m the 
spirit of that mischief-loving character, had fas- 
tened to my collar, where, unknown to me, it 
kept making the queerest gestures of its own m 
correspondence wth all mine The audience, 
supposing that some enormous joke was ap- 
pended to this long tail behind, were ineffably 
delighted, and gave way to such a tumult of 
approbation that, just as the story closed, the 
benches broke beneath them and left one whole 
row of my admirers on the floor Even in that 
predicament they continued their applause In 
after times, when I had grown a bitter moralizer, 
I took this scene for an example how much of 
fame is humbug , how much the meed of what 
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our hcttiT mturc hlu'^hc; nt , hou much an nc- 
citlcnt , liou much hcstoucd on mistaken pnn- 
ciplcs , and how small and poor the remnant 
hrom pit and hoves there was now a uniacrsal 
call for the Stoti -'1 eller 

That celebrated personage came not when 
thc\ did call to him As 1 left the stage, the 
landlord, being also the postmaster, had giacn 
me a letter with the postmark of mj native vil- 
lage, and directed to m\ assumed name in the 
stiff old handwriting of Parson T hunipcushion 
Doubtless he had heard of the nsing renown of 
the Stora -1 cllcr, and conjectured at once that 
such a nondescript luminarj' could be no other 
than his lost ward His epistle, though I never 
read it, affected me most pamfullv I seemed 
to sec the Puritanic figure of my guardian stand- 
ing among the fnppcncs of the theatre and 
pointing to the players, — the fantastic and ef- 
feminate men, the painted women, the giddy 
girl in boy’s clothes, merncr than modest, — 
pointing to these with solemn ridicule, and eye- 
ing me with stem rebuke His image was a 
tj-pe of the austere d,uty, and they of the vani- 
ties of life 

I hastened with the letter to my chamber and 
held It unopened in my hand while the applause 
of my buffoonery yet sounded through the 
theatre Another tram of thought came over 
The stern old man appeared again, but 
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now with the gentleness of sorrow, softening his 
authonty with love as a father might, and even 
bending his venerable head, as if to say that my 
errors had an apolog)’’ in his own mistaken dis- 
apline I strode twice across the chamber, then 
held the letter m the flame of the candle, and 
beheld it consume unread It is fixed in my 
mind, and was so at the time, that he had ad- 
dressed me in a style of paternal wisdom, and 
love, and reconciliation, which I could not have 
resisted had I but risked the tnal The thought 
still haunts me that then I made my irrevocable 
choice between good and evil fate 

Meanwhile, as the occurrence had disturbed 
my mind, and indisposed me to the present 
exercise of my profession, I left the town, m 
spite of a laudatory cnoque in the newspaper, 
and untempted by the liberal offers of the man- 
ager As we walked onward, following the same 
road, on two such different errands, Eliakim 
groaned in spint, and labored with tears to con- 
vince me of the guilt and madness of my hfe 
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THL xNOTCII or THr WHJTC MOUNTAINS 

I T \\n«; now the middle of September We 
Ind come since sunrise from lErtlett, pass- 
ing up through the \ alley of the Saco, which 
extends between mountainous walls, sometimes 
with a steep ascent, but often as level as a church 
aisle All that day and two preceding ones 
we had been loitering towards the heart of the 
White Mountains, — those old crystal hills, 
whose mysterious brilliancy had gleamed upon 
our distant wanderings before we thought of 
visiting them Height after height had nsen 
and tow'ered one above another till the elouds 
began to hang below the peaks Down their 
slopes were the red pathways of the slides, those 
avalanches of earth, stones, and trees, which de- 
scend into the hollows, leaving vestiges of their 
track hardly to be effaced by the vegetation of 
ages We had mountains behind us and moun- 
tains on each side, and a group of mightier ones 
ahead Still our road went up along the Saco, 
nght towards the centre of that group, as if to 
climb above the clouds in its passage to the far- 
ther region 
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In old times the settlers used to be astounded 
by the inroads of the northern Indians coming 
down upon them from this mountain rampart 
through some defile known only to themselves 
It IS, indeed, a wondrous path A demon, it 
might be fancied, or one of the Titans, was 
travelling up the valley, elbowing the heights 
carelessly aside as he passed, till at length a 
great mountain took its stand directly across 
his intended road He tames not for such an 
obstacle, but, rending it asunder a thousand 
feet from peak to base, discloses its treasures 
of hidden minerals, its sunless waters, all the 
secrets of the mountain’s inmost heart, inth a 
mighty fracture of rugged precipices on each 
side This is the Notch of the White Hills 
Shame on me that I have attempted to describe 
it by so mean an image — feeling, as I do, that 
It IS one of those symbolic scenes which lead 
the mind to the sentiment, though not to the 
conception, of‘Omnipotence 

We had now reached a narrow passage, which 
showed almost the appearance of having been 
cut by human strength and artifice m the sohd 
rock There was a wall of granite on each 
side, high and preapitous, especially on our 
nght, and so smooth that a few evergreens could 
hardly find foothold enough to grow there 
This is the entrance, — or, m the direction we 
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were going, the extremity, — of the romantic 
defile of the Notch Before emerging from it, 
the rattling of wheels approached behind us, 
and a stage-coach rumbled out of the mountain, 
with seats on top and trunks behind, and a 
smart driver, in a drab greatcoat, touching the 
wheel horses with the whipstock and reining m 
the leaders To my mind there was a sort of 
poetry m such an inadent, hardly mfenor to 
what would have accompanied the painted array 
of an Indian war party gliding forth from the 
same wild chasm All the passengers, except 
a very fat lady on the back seat, had alighted 
One was a mineralogist, a scientific, green-spec- 
tacled figure m black, bearing a heavy hammer, 
with which he did great damage to the pre- 
cipices, and put the fragments in his pocket. 
Another was a well-dressed young man, who 
earned an opera-glass set in gold, and seemed 
to be making a quotation from some of Byron’s 
rhapsodies on mountain scenery There was also 
a trader, returning from Portland to the upper 
part of Vermont, and a fair young girl, with 
a very faint bloom like one of those pale and 
delicate flowers which sometimes occur among 
alpine cliffs 

They disappeared, and we followed them, 
passing through a deep pine forest, which for 
some miles allowed us to see nothing but its own 
dismal shade Towards nightfall we reached 
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a level amphitheatre, surrounded by a great 
rampart of hills, vhich shut out the sunshine 
long before it left the external world It vas 
here that ve obtained our first view, except 
at a distance, of the pnncipal group of moun- 
tains. They are majestic, and CT’^en awful, when 
contemplated in a proper mood, yet, by their 
breadth of base and the long ndges vhich sup- 
port them, give the idea of immense bulk rather 
than of tovenng height Mount Washington, 
indeed, looked near to heaven • he was white 
with snow a mile downward, and had caught 
the only cloud that was sailing through the 
atmosphere to ved his head Let us forget the 
other names of Amencan statesmen that have 
been stamped upon these hills, but still call the 
loftiest Washivctov Mountains are Earth’s 
undecaying monuments They must stand 
vhile she endures, and never should be conse- 
crated to the mere great men of their own age 
and country, but to the mighty ones alone, 
whose glory is universal, and whom all time 
will render illustnous 

The air, not often sultry in this elevated 
region, nearly two thousand feet above the sea, 
was now sharp and cold, like that of a clear 
November evening in the lowlands By morn- 
ing, probably, there would be a frost, if not a 
snowfall, on the grass and rye, and an icy sur- 
face over the standing water I was glad to 
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perceive a prospect of comfortable quarters in a 
house which we were approaching, and of plea- 
sant company in the guests who were assembled 
at the door 

OUR EVENING PARTY AMONG THE 
MOUNTAINS 

We stood in front of a good substantial farm- 
house, of old date in that wild country A 
sign over the door denoted it to be the White 
Mountain Post-Office, — an establishment which 
distnbutes letters and newspapers to perhaps a 
score of persons, comprising the population of 
two or three townships among the hills The 
broad and weighty antlers of a deer, “ a stag of 
ten,” were fastened at the corner of the house , 
a fox’s bushy tail was nailed beneath them , and 
a huge black paw lay on the ground, newly 
severed and still bleeding — the trophy of a bear 
hunt Among several persons collected about 
the doorsteps, the most remarkable was a sturdy 
mountaineer, of six feet two and corresponding 
bulk, with a heaw set of features, such as might 
be moulded on his own blacksmith’s anvil, but 
yet indicative of mother wit and rough humor 
As we appeared, he uplifted a tin trumpet, four 
or five feet long, and blew a tremendous blast, 
either in honor of our amval or to awaken an 
echo from the opposite hill 

Ethan Crawford’s guests were of such a mot- 
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first A field-piece was then discharged from 
the top of a neigh bonng hill, and gave birth to 
one long reverberation, which ran round the 
arclc of mountains m an unbroken chain of 
sound and rolled away without a separate echo 
After these experiments, the cold atmosphere 
drove us all into the house, with the keenest ap- 
petites for supper 

It did one’s heart good to see the great fires 
that were kindled in the parlor and bar-room, 
espeaally the latter, where the fireplace was built 
of rough stone, and might have contained the 
trunk of an old tree for a backlog A man keeps 
a comfortable hearth when his own forest is at 
his very door In the parlor, when the evening 
was fairly set in, we held our hands before our 
eyes to shield them from the ruddy glow, and 
began a pleasant vanety of conversation The 
mineralogist and the physiaan talked about the 
invigorating qualities of the mountain air, and 
Its excellent effect on Ethan Crawford’s father, 
an old man of seventy-five, vnth the unbroken 
frame of middle life The two brides and the 
doctor's wife held a whispered discussion, which, 
by their frequent tittenngs and a blush or two, 
seemed to have reference to the tnals or enjoy- 
ments of the matnmonial state The bnde- 
grooms sat together in a corner, ngidly silent, 
like Quakers whom the spint moveth not, be- 
ing still in the odd predicament of bashftilness 
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towards their own young wives The Green 
Mountain squire chose me for his companion, 
and descnbed the difficulties he had met with 
half a century ago in travelling from the Con- 
necticut River through the Notch to Conway, 
now a single day’s journey, though it had cost 
him eighteen The Georgians held the album 
between them, and favored us with the few spe- 
cimens of Its contents which they considered 
ndiculous enough to be worth heanng One 
extract met with deserved applause It was a 
Sonnet to the Snow on Mount Washington, and 
had been contributed that very afternoon, beanng 
a signature of great distinction in magazines and 
annals The lines were elegant and full of fancy, 
but too remote from familiar sentiment, and cold 
as their subject, resembling those cunous speci- 
mens of crystalhzed vapor which I observed next 
day on the mountain-top The poet was under- 
stood to be the young gentleman of the gold 
opera-glass, who heard our laudatory remarks 
with the composure of a veteran 

Such was our party, and such their ways of 
amusements But on a winter evening another 
set of guests assembled at the hearth where 
these summer travellers were now sitting I 
once had it in contemplation to spend a month 
hereabouts, in sleighing-time, for the sake of 
studying the yeomen of New England, who 
then elbow each other through the Notch by 
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hundreds, on their uiv to Porthnd There 
could be no better school for such n place than 
1 than Crawford’s inn Let the student go 
thither m December, sit down with the team- 
sters at their meals, share their evening merri- 
ment, and repose with them at night when every 
bed has its three occupants, and parlor, bar- 
room, and kitchen arc strewn with slumberers 
around the fire Then let him nsc before day- 
light, button his greatcoat, muffle up his cars, 
and stride with the departing caravan a mile or 
t\%o, to see how sturdil) they make head against 
the blast A treasure of characteristic traits will 
repay all inconveniences, even should a frozen 
nose be of the number 

The conversation of our party soon became 
more animated and sincere, and we recounted 
some traditions of the Indians, who believed 
that the father and mother of their race were 
saved from a deluge by ascending the peak 
of Mount Washington The children of that 
pair have been ovenvhelmed, and found no such 
refuge In the mythology of the savage, these 
mountains were afterwards considered sacred and 
inaccessible, full of unearthly wonders, illumi- 
nated at lofty heights by the blaze of precious 
stones, and inhabited by deities, who sometimes 
shrouded themselves in the snowstorm and 
came down on the lower world There are few 
legends more poetical than that of the Great 
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Carbuncle of the White Mountains The be- 
hef was communicated to the English settlers, 
and IS hardly vet extinct, that a gem, of such 
immense size as to be seen shining miles away, 
hangs from a rock over a clear, deep lake, high 
up among the hills They who had once be- 
held Its splendor were enthralled vath an un- 
utterable yearning to possess it But a spint 
guarded that inestimable jewel, and bewildered 
the adventurer with a dark mist from the en- 
chanted lake Thus life was worn away in the 
vain search for an unearthly treasure, till at 
length the deluded one went up the mountain, 
still sanguine as m youth, but returned no more 
On this theme methinks I could frame a tale 
with a deep moral 

The hearts of the pale-faces would not thrill 
to these superstitions of the red men, though 
we spoke of them in the centre of the haunted 
region The habits and sentiments of that de- 
parted people were too distinct from those of 
their successors to find much real sympathy It 
has often been a matter of regret to me that 
I was shut out from the most peculiar field 
of Amencan fiction by an inability to see any 
romance, or poetrs'’, or grandeur, or beauty m 
the Indian character, at least till such traits were 
pointed out by others I do abhor an Indian 
story Yet no wnter can be more secure of a 
permanent place in our literature than the bio- 
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grapher of the Indian chiefs H?s subject, as 
refemng to tnbes which have mostly vanished 
from the earth, gives him a nght to be placed 
on a classic shelf, apart from the ments which 
will sustain him there 

I made inquines whether, m his researches 
about these parts, our mineralogist had found 
the three “ Silver Hills ” which an Indian 
sachem sold to an Englishman nearly two hun- 
dred years ago, and the treasure of which the 
postenty of the purchaser have been looking 
for ever since But the man of saence had ran- 
sacked every hill along the Saco, and knew no- 
thing of these prodigious piles of wealth* By 
this time, as usual with men on the eve of great 
adventure, we had prolonged our session deep 
into the night, considering how early we were 
to set out on our six miles’ nde to the foot of 
Mount Washington There was now a general 
breaking up I scrutinized the faces of the two 
bndegrooms, and saw but little probability of 
their leaving the bosom of earthly bliss, in the 
first week of the honeymoon and at the frost)'’ 
hour of three, to climb above the clouds , nor 
when I felt how sharp the wind was as it rushed 
through a broken pane and eddied betivecn the 
chinks of my unplastered chamber, did I antia- 
pate much alacnt}- on my own part, though we 
w ere to seek for die “ Great Carbuncle ” 
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THE CANAL-BOAT 

I was inclined to be poetical about the Grand 
Canal In my imagination De Witt Clinton 
was an enchanter, who had waved his magic 
wand from the Hudson to Lake Ene and 
united them by a watery highway, crowded with 
the commerce of two worlds, till then inaccessi- 
ble to each other. This simple and mighty 
conception had conferred inestimable value on 
spots which Nature seemed to have thrown 
carelessly into the great body of the earth, with- 
out foreseeing that they could ever attain impor- 
tance I pictured the surpnse of the sleepy 
Dutchmen when the new nver first glittered by 
their doors, bnnging them hard cash or foreign 
commodities in exchange for their hitherto un- 
marketable produce Surely the water of this 
canal must be the most fertilizing of all fluids , 
for It causes towns, with their masses of bnck 
and stone, their churches and theatres, their 
business and hubbub, their luxury and refine- 
ment, their gay dames and polished citizens, to 
spnng up, till in time the wondrous stream may 
flow between two continuous lines of bmldings, 
through one thronged street, from Buffalo to 
Albany I embarked about thirty miles below 
Utica, determining to voyage along the whole 
extent of the canal at least twice in the course 
of the summer 
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RcluiKi u*;, then, PurU iflcnt, unh tlircc 
tn our ^ cjscl, like the stteds 
of Ncp’unc to n liugt • cilloji-qhcll in nn tho* 
lo^iril perurf nmitul to i dmtint port, uc 
Ind neither cinrt nor compn*;s, nor cired nhout 
the nind, nor lelt the litixing of i hillou, nor 
tirnded '-hipurtck, hov\t\tr fierce the tempest, 
in oiir niheiiturous naeiirifion of in intermin- 
ihle mud puddle , for i mud puddle it seemed, 
ind IS dirk ind turhid is if even' kennel in 
the lind pud contribution to it With an im- 
pcrccptiide current, it holds its drove sj way 
through ill the dismil swimps ind unimpres- 
sive scenen tint could be found between the 
greit likes ind the seicoisf Yet there is vari- 
ctv enough, both on the surfice of the canil and 
along Its binks, to amuse the traveller, if an 
overpowering tedium did not dcidcn his percep- 
tions 

Sometimes we met a blick ind rusty-looking 
vessel, laden with lumber, silt from Syracuse, 
or Genesee flour, and shaped at both ends like 
1 square-toed boot, as if it had two sterns, ind 
were fitcd ilvvajs to advance backward On 
Its deck vv'ould be a square hut, and a woman 
seen through the window at her household 
work, with a little tnbe of children, who per- 
haps had been born in this strange dwelling 
and knew no other home Thus, while the 
husband smoked his pipe at the helm, and the 
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eldest son rode one of the horses, on went the 
family, travelling hundreds of miles in their 
own house and carr} ing their fireside with them 
The most frequent speaes of craft were the 
“ hne boars,” which had a cabin at each end, 
and a great bulk of barrels, bales, and boxes m 
the midst, or light packets like our own, decked 
all over with a row of curtained windows from 
stem to stern, and a drows\ face at every one 
Once we encountered a boat of rude construc- 
tion, painted all in gloomy black, and manned 
by three Indians, who gazed at us in sdence 
and with a singular fixedness of eve Perhaps 
these three alone, among the anaent possessors 
of the land, had attempted to denve benefit 
from the white man’s mighty projects and float 
along the current of his enterpnse Not long 
after, in the midst of a swamp and beneath a 
clouded skv, we overtook a vessel that seemed 
full of mirth and sunshine It contained a little 
colony of Swiss on their way to Michigan, clad 
m garments of strange fashion and gay colors, 
scarlet, yellow, and bnght blue, singing, laugh- 
mg, and making merry in odd tones and a bab- 
ble of outlandish words One pretty damsel, 
with a beautiful pair of naked white arms, ad- 
dressed a mirthful remark to me She spoke 
in her native tongue, and I retorted in good 
English, both of us laughing heartily at each 
other’s unintelligible wit. I cannot descnbe 
266 



SKETCHES FROM MEMORY 


how pleasantly this incident affected me These 
honest Swiss were an itinerant community of 
jest and fun journeying through a gloomy land 
and among a dull race of money-getting drudges, 
meeting none to understand their mirth, and 
only one to sympathize with it, yet sdll retain- 
ing the happy lightness of their own spirit. 

Had I been on my feet at the time instead 
of sailing slowly along m a dirty canal boat, I 
should often have paused to contemplate the 
diversified panorama along the banks of the 
canal Sometimes the scene was a forest, dark, 
dense, and impervious, — breaking away occa- 
sionally and receding from a lonely tract, cov- 
ered with dismal black stumps where, on the 
verge of the canal, might be seen a log cottage 
and a sallow-faced woman at the window Lean 
and aguish, she looked like poverty personified, 
half clothed, half fed, and dwelling in a desert, 
while a tide of wealth was sweeping by her door 
Two or three miles farther would bnng us to a 
lock, where the slight impediment to navigation 
had created a Iitde mart of trade Here would 
be found commodities of all sorts, enumerated 
in yellow letters on the window shutters of a 
small grocery store, the owner of which had set 
his soul to the gathenng of coppers and small 
change, buying and selling through the week, 
and counting his gains on the blessed Sabbath 
The next scene might be the dwelling houses 
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and stores of a thriving village, built of wood 
or small gray stones, a church spire nsing in 
the midst, and generally two taverns, beanng 
over their piazzas the pompous titles of “ hotel,” 
“exchange,” “tontine,” or “coffee-house” 
Passing on, we glide now into the unquiet heart 
of an inland city, — of Utica, for instance, — 
and find ourselves amid piles of bnck, crowded 
docks and quays, rich warehouses, and a busy 
population We feel the eager and hurrying 
spint of the place, like a stream and eddy whirl- 
ing us along with it Through the thickest of 
the tumult goes the canal, flowing between lofty 
rows of buildings and arched bridges of hewn 
stone Onward, also, go we, till the hum and 
bustle of struggling enterprise die away behind 
us and we are threading an avenue of the an- 
aent woods again 

This sounds not amiss in descnption, but was 
so tiresome in reality that we were dnven to the 
most childish expedients for amusement An 
English traveller paraded the deck, with a nfle 
in his walking-stick, and waged war on squirrels 
and woodpeckers, sometimes sending an unsuc- 
cessful bullet among flocks of tame ducks and 
geese which abound m the dirty water of the 
canal I, also, pelted these foolish birds with 
apples, and smiled at the ridiculous earnest- 
ness of their scrambles for the pnze while the 
apple bobbed about like a thing of life Several 
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little accidents afforded us good-natured diver- 
sion At the moment of changing horses the 
tow-rope caught a Massachusetts farmer by the 
leg and threw him down in a very indescnba- 
ble posture, leaving a purple mark around his 
sturdy limb A new passenger fell flat on his 
back in attempting to step on deck as the boat 
emerged from under a bndge Another, in his 
Sunday clothes, as good luck would have it, 
being told to leap aboard from the bank, forth- 
with plunged up to his third waistcoat button 
in the canal, and was fished out in a very piti- 
able phght, not at all amended by our three 
rounds of applause Anon a Virginia school- 
master, too intent on a pocket Virgil to heed 
the helmsman’s warning, “ Bndge ' bndge ' ” 
was saluted by the said bndge on his knowledge 
box I had prostrated myself like a pagan be- 
fore his idol, but heard the dull, leaden sound 
of the contact, and folly expected to see the 
treasures of the poor man’s cranium scattered 
about the deck. However, as there was no 
harm done, except a large bump on the head, 
and probably a corresponding dent in the bndge, 
the rest of us exchanged glances and laughed 
quietly O, how pitdess are idle people > 

The table being now lengthened through the 
cabin and spread for supper, the next twenty 
minutes were the pleasantest I had spent on 
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the canal, the same space at dinner excepted 
At the close of the meal it had become dusky 
enough for lamplight. The ram pattered un- 
ceasingly on the deck, and sometimes came 
with a sullen rush against the windows, driven 
by the wind as it stirred through an opening 
of the forest The intolerable dulness of the 
scene engendered an evil spint in me Perceiv- 
ing that the Englishman was taking notes m 
a memorandum book, with occasional glances 
round the cabin, I presumed that we were all 
to figure in a future volume of travels, and 
amused my ill humor by falling into the prob- 
able vein of his remarks He would hold up 
an imaginary mirror, wherein our reflected faces 
would appear ugly and ridiculous, yet still re- 
tain an undemable likeness to the onginals 
Then, with more sweeping malice, he would 
make these caricatures the representatives of 
great classes of my countrymen 

He glanced at the Virginia schoolmaster, a 
Yankee by birth, who, to recreate himself, was 
examining a freshman from Schenectady Col- 
lege m the conjugation of a Greek verb Him 
the Englishman would portrav as the scholar 
of Amenca, and compare his erudition to a 
schoolboy^’s Latin theme made up of scraps iH 
selected and worse put together Next the 
tourist looked at the Massachusetts farmer, 
who was delivenng a dogmatic harangue on 
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the iniquity of Sunday mails Here was the 
far-famed yeoman of New England , his reli- 
gion, writes the Englishman, is gloom on the 
Sabbath, long praj’-ers every morning and even- 
tide, and illiberality at all times, his boasted 
information is merely an abstract and compound 
of newspaper paragraphs. Congress debates, cau- 
cus harangues, and the argument and judge’s 
charge in his own lawsuits The bookmonger 
cast his eye at a Detroit merchant, and began 
scnbbling faster than ever In this sharp-eyed 
man, this lean man of wnnkled brow, we see 
danng enterpnse and close-fisted avance com- 
bined Here is the worshipper of Mammon 
at noonday , here is the three times bankrupt, 
ncher after every rum, here, in one word (O 
wicked Englishman to say it <), here is the 
Amencan He lifted his eyeglass to inspect 
a western lady, who at once became aware of 
the glance, reddened, and retired deeper into 
the female part of the cabin Here was the 
pure, modest, sensitive, and shnnking woman 
of Amenca, — shnnking when no evil is in- 
tended, and sensitive like d seased flesh, that 
thnlls if you but point at it, and strangely 
modest, without confidence in the modesty of 
other people , and admirably pure, with such a 
quick apprehension of all impunty 

In this manner I went all through the cabin, 
hitting eveiybody as hard a lash as I could, and 
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laying the whole blame on the infernal English- 
man At length I caught the eyes of my own 
image m the looking-glass, where a number of 
the party were likewise reflected, and among 
them the Englishman, who at that moment was 
intently observing myself 

The crimson curtain being let down between 
the ladies and gentlemen, the cabin became a 
bedchamber for tiventy persons, who were laid 
on shelves one above another For a long 
time our various incommodities kept us all 
awake except five or six, who were accustomed 
to sleep nightly amid the uproar of their own 
snonng, and had little to dread from any other 
species of disturbance It is a curious fact that 
these snorers had been the most quiet people 
m the boat while awake, and became peace- 
breakers only when others cease to be so, — 
breathing tumult out of their repose Would 
It were possible to affix a wind instrument to 
the nose, and thus make melody of a snore, so 
that a sleeping lover might serenade his mis- 
tress or a congregation snore a psalm tune ' 
Other, though fainter, sounds than these con- 
tributed to my restlessness My head was 
close to the crimson curtain, — the sexual divi- 
sion of the boat, — behind which I continually 
heard whispers and stealthy footsteps , the noise 
of a comb laid on the table or a slipper dropped 
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on the floor, the twang, like a broken harp- 
stnng, caused by loosening a tight belt, the 
rustling of a gown in its descent, and the 
unlacing of a pair of stays My ear seemed 
to have the properties of an eye — a visible 
image pestered my fancy in the darkness, the 
curtain was withdrawn between me and the 
western lady, who yet disrobed herself without 
a blush 

Finally all was hushed in that quarter Still 
I was more broad awake than through the whole 
preceding day, and felt a fevensh impulse to 
toss my limbs miles apart and appease the un- 
quietness of mind by that of matter Forget- 
ting that my berth was hardly so wide as a coffin, 
I turned suddenly over, and fell like an ava- 
lanche on the floor, to the disturbance of the 
whole community of sleepers As there were 
no bones broken, I blessed the accident and 
went on deck A lantern was burning at each 
end of the boat, and one of the crew was sta- 
tioned at the bows, keeping watch as manners 
do on the ocean Though the ram had ceased, 
the sky was all one cloud, and the darkness so 
intense that there seemed to be no world except 
the little space. on which our lantern glimmered 
Yet It was an impressive scene 

We were traversing the “ long level,” a dead 
flat bet\vcen Utica and Sj racuse, where the canal 
has not rise or fall enough to require a lock for 
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nature of America had been dnven to this des- 
ert place by the encroachments of avihzed man 
And even here, where the savage queen was 
throned on the rums of her empire, did we pen- 
etrate, a vulgar and worldly throng, intruding 
on her latest solitude In other lands decay sits 
among fallen palaces , but here her home is m 
the forests 

Looking ahead, I discerned a distant light, 
announcing the approach of another boat, which 
soon passed us, and proved to be a rusty old 
scow — just such a craft as the “ Flying Dutch- 
man ” would navigate on the canal Perhaps 
It was that celebrated personage himself whom 
I imperfectly distinguished at the helm, in a 
glazed cap and rough greatcoat, with a pipe in 
his mouth, leaving the fumes of tobacco a hun- 
dred yards behind Shortly after our boatman 
blew a horn, sending a Jong and melancholy 
note through the forest avenue, as a signal for 
some watcher in the wilderness to be ready with 
a change of horses We had proceeded a mile 
or two with our fresh team when the tow-rope 
got entangled in a fallen branch on the edge of 
the canal and caused a momentary delay, dunng 
which I went to examine the phosphoric light 
of an old tree a little within the forest It was 
not the first delusive radiance that I had fol- 
lowed 

The tree lay along the ground, and was wholly 
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converted into a mass of diseased splendor, 
which threw a ghastliness around Being full 
of conceits that night, I called it a fngid fire, 
a funeral light, illumining decay and death, an 
emblem of fame that gleams around the dead 
man without warming him, or of genius when 
It owes its bnlliancy to moral rottenness, and 
was thinking that such ghostlike torches were 
just fit to hght up this dead forest or to blaze 
coldly in tombs, when, starting from my ab- 
straction, I looked up the canal I recollected 
myself, and discovered the lanterns glimmering 
far away 

“ Boat ahoy ' ” shouted I, making a trumpet 
of my closed fists 

Though the cry must have rung for miles 
along that hollow passage of the woods, it pro- 
duced no effect These packet-boats make up 
for their snad-like pace by never loitering day 
nor night, especially for those who have paid 
their fare Indeed, the captain had an interest 
in getting nd of me, for I was his creditor for 
a breakfast 

“ They are gone. Heaven be praised ' ” ejac- 
ulated I , “ for I cannot possibly overtake them 
Here am I, on the ‘ long level,’ at midmght, 
with the comfortable prospect of a walk to Syr- 
acuse, where my baggage will be left And now 
to find a house or shed wherein to pass the 
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night ” So thinking aloud, I took a flambeau 
from the old tree, burning, but consuming not, 
to light my steps withal, and, like a jack-o’-the 
lantern, set out on my midnight tour 
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THE OLD APPLE DEALER 

He IS a small man, with gray hair and gray 
stubble beard, and is invanably clad in a shabby 
surtout of snuff color, closely buttoned, and 
half concealing a pair of gray pantaloons , the 
whole dress, though clean and entire, being 
evidently flimsy with much wear His face, 
thin, withered, furrowed, and with features 
which even age has failed to render impressive, 
has a frost-bitten aspect It is a moral frost 
which no physical warmth or comfortableness 
could counteract The summer sunshine may 
fling Its white heat upon him, or the good fire 
of die depot room may make him the focus of 
Its blaze on a winter’s day , but all in vain , for 
still the old man looks as if he were in a frosty 
atmosphere, with scarcely warmth enough to 
keep life in the region about his heart It is a 
patient, long-suffenng, quiet, hopeless, shivenng 
aspect He is not desperate, — that, though its 
etymology implies no more, would be too posi- 
tive an expression, — but merely devoid of hope 
As all his past life, probably, offers no spots of 
brightness to his memory, so he takes his pre- 
sent poverty and discomfort as entirely a matter 
of course he thinks it the definition of exist- 
ence, so far as himself is concerned, to be poor, 
cold, and uncomfortable It may be added, that 
time has not thrown dignity as a mantle over 
the old man’s figure there is nothing venera- 
ble about him you pity him without a scruple 
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ITc 'Jits on a bench in the depot mom , nnd 
before him on the floor, are dejioeitid tuo fn*;- 
kets of a capacit\ to contain hia whole stock in 
trade Across from one basket to the other 
extends a board, on which is disph\ed a plate 
of cakes and gingerbread, some nisset and red- 
checked apples, and a box containing eane- 
gated sticks of cand\ , together with that delecta- 
ble condiment known by children as Gibraltar 
rock, ncatU done tip in white jiaper 'I here 
IS likcwase a half-peck measure of cricked wal- 
nuts and two or three tin half-pints or gill*; 
filled with the nut kernels, rcadt for purchasers 
Such arc the small commodities with which our 
old friend comes daily before the world, minis- 
tenng to Its petty needs and little freaks of ap- 
petite, and seeking thence the solid subsistence 
— so far as he may subsist — of his life 

A slight obsert'^er would speak of the old 
man’s quietude; but, on closer scrutmj, tou 
discoycr that there is a continual unrest wathin 
him, w'hich somewhat resembles the fluttenng 
action of the nerves in a corpse from w'hich 
life has recently departed Though he newer 
exhibits any violent action, and, indeed, might 
appear to be sitting quite still, yet you perceive, 
when his minuter peculiarities begin to be de- 
tected, that he is alwaiys making some little 
movement or other He looks anxiously at 
his plate of cakes or pyramid of apples, and 
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slightly alters their arrangement, with an evi- 
dent idea that a great deal depends on their 
being disposed exactly thus and so Then for 
a moment he gazes out of the window , then 
he shivers quietly and folds his arms across his 
breast, as if to draw himself closer within him- 
self, and thus keep a flicker of warmth in his 
lonesome heart Now he turns again to his 
merchandise of cakes, apples, and candy, and 
discovers that this cake or that apple, or yon- 
der stick of red and white candy, has somehow 
got out of Its proper position And is there 
not a walnut kernel too many or too few in one 
of those small tin measures ? Again the whole 
arrangement appears to be settled to his mind , 
but, m the course of a minute or two, there will 
assuredly be something to set right. At times, 
by an indescribable shadow upon his features, 
too quiet, however, to be noticed until you are 
familiar with his ordinary aspect, the expression 
of frost-bitten, patient despondency becomes 
ver)’’ touching It seems as if just at that 
instant the suspiaon occurred to him that, in 
his chill decline of life, earning scantj bread by 
selling cakes, apples, and candy, he is a very 
miserable old fellow 

But, if he think so, it is a mistake He can 
never suffer the extreme of miscia , because the 
tone of his whole being is too much subdued 
for him to feel an\ thing acutcK 
2til 



MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE 

Occasionally one of the passengers, to while 
away a tedious intcrv'al, approaches the old 
man, inspects the articles upon his board, and 
even peeps cunously into the two baskets An- 
other, striding to and fro along the room, throws 
a look at the apples and gingerbread at every 
turn A third, it may be of a more sensitive 
and delicate texture of being, glances shyly 
thitherward, cautious not to excite expectations 
of a purchaser while yet undetermined whether 
to buy But there appears to be no need of 
such a scrupulous regard to our old friend’s 
feelings True, he is consaous of the remote 
possibility to sell a cake or an apple ; but in- 
numerable disappointments have rendered him 
so far a philosopher, that, even if the purchased 
article should be returned, he will consider it 
altogether m the ordinarv tram of events He 
speaks to none, and makes no sign of offering 
his wares to the public not that he is deterred 
by pnde, but by the certain conviction that 
such demonstrations would not increase his cus- 
tom Besides, this activity in business would 
require an energy that never could have been 
a characteristic of his almost passive disposition 
even in youth Whenever an actual customer 
appears, the old man looks up with a patient 
eye if the price and the article are approved, 
he IS ready to make change , otherwise his eye- 
hds droop again sadly enough, but w'lth no 
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hciMcr dcsponcItiic\' tlinn before He shivers, 
ptrhips folds his lean arms around his lean 
hodN, nnd resunn-s the lifelong, frozen patience 
in which consists his strength Once in awhile 
a schoolhov conics hastily up, places a cent or 
two upon the hoard, and takes up a cake, or 
stick of cand\, or a measure of walnuts, or an 
apple as red checked as himself There are no 
words as to price, that being as well known to 
the buyer as to the seller 1 he old apple dealer 
nc^er speaks an unncccssarj word not that he 
is sullen and morose, but there is none of the 
chceriness and briskness in him that stirs up 
people to talk 

Not seldom he is greeted by some old neigh- 
bor, a man well to do m the w'orld, who makes 
a civil, patronizing observation about the wea- 
ther , and then, by way of performing a charitable 
deed, begins to chaffer for an apple Our fnend 
presumes not on any past acquaintance, — he 
makes the briefest possible response to all gen- 
eral remarks, and shnnks quietly into himself 
again After ever)'' diminution of his stock, he 
takes care to produce from the basket another 
cake, another stick of candy, another apple, or 
another measure of walnuts, to supply the place 
of the article sold Two or three attempts — 
or, perchance, half a dozen — are requisite be- 
fore the board can be rearranged to his satis- 
faction If he have received a silver coin, he 
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waits till the purchaser is out of sight, then he 
examines it closely, and tries to bend it with 
his finger and thumb finally he puts it into 
his waistcoat pocket with seemingly a gentle 
sigh This sigh, so faint as to be hardly per- 
ceptible, and not expressive of any definite emo- 
tion, IS the accompaniment and conclusion of all 
his actions It is the symbol of the chiUness 
and torpid melancholy of his old age, which only 
make themselves felt sensibly when his repose 
IS slightlv disturbed 

Our man of gingerbread and apples is not a 
speamen of the “ needy man who has seen bet- 
ter days ” Doubtless there have been better 
and bnghter days in the far-off time of his 
youth , but none with so much sunshine of 
prospenty m them that the chill, the depression, 
the narrowness of means, in his dechning years, 
can have come upon him by surpnse His 
life has aU been of a piece His subdued 
and ner\mless boyhood prefigured his abortive 
prime, which likewise contained within itself the 
prophecy and image of his lean and torpid age 
He was perhaps a mechanic, who never came 
to be a master in his craft, or a petty trades- 
man, rubbing onward between passably to do 
and poverty' Possibly he may look back to 
some brilliant epoch of his career when there 
were a hundred or two of dollars to his credit 
in the Savings Bank Such must have been 
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Mt, iiiKoniphinirnr rrciturc, he prolnhh Ins 
nc\tr felt hirmclf erititlcfl to more tlnn so 
much of the ttirt"" of I’roeiclence Is it not still 
*=ometlimc thsi he Ins nc\er held out his hand 
tor chant; , nor has \ et been dn; en to that sad 
home and household of 1 artli s forlorn and 
hroken-spirited children, the almshouse '' He 
chenshes no quarrel, therefore, ;;ith his destiny, 
nor ;;ith the Author of it. All is as it should 
be 

If, indeed, he ha;e been bereaved of a son, a 
bold, energetic, \igorous aoung man, on vhom 
the father's feeble nature leaned as on a staff 
of strength, in that case he maj ha\e felt a bit- 
terness that could not otherwise haa'c been gen- 
erated in his heart But methinks the joy of 
possessing such a son and the agony of losing 
him would ha\ e developed the old man s moral 
and intellectual nature to a much greater degree 
than we now find It Intense gnef appears to 
be as much out of keeping wath his life as fer- 
and happiness 

Xo confess the truth, it is not the easiest 
matter in the world to define and individualize 
a character like this which we are now handling 
The portrait must be so generally negada'c that 
the most delicate pencil is likely to spoil it by 
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f.nr r.iH lill'i the cir. 1 he tr'\c11rr inn 
Ki'th fro .1 the C'r \)1 arc full of the nio- 
irc’ ntrn uh eh thr\ Inic ciught from tlicir 
JMO ir of conimncc It ’ccmsn if the wliolc 
vorld, hn;h i.uiratK md phi'.icilK, were de* 
tichcd frnm jt' old '•tindfiMi md 'ict >n npid 
mo ton And, in the inidtt of thi'. ternblc 
icioiti , there ‘:it«- tile old mm of gingcrhrcid , 
‘^o «.uhdurd, '■o hopcic';'', ">o without a *;likc in 
life, md \ci not poMtnclj miicnhle, — tlierc 
he ‘ti'*;, the forlorn old crcitorc, one chill and 
''Omhre di\ after mother, gathering *;cant\ cop- 
pera for In', cakes, apples, and cand), — there 
sits the old apple dealer, in his threadbare suit 
of snuff color and gra\ and his gn 7 /ly stubble 
beard Sec ' he folds Ins lean arms around his 
lean figure with that quiet sigh and that scarcely 
perceptible shiver which arc the tokens of his 
inward state I have him now He and the 
steam fiend arc each other’s antipodes , the lat- 
ter 's the t)pc of all that go ahead, and the old 
man the representative of that melancholy class 
who, by some sad witchcraft, arc doomed never 
to share in the world’s exulting progress Thus 
the contrast between mankind and this desolate 
brother becomes picturesque, and even sublime 
And now farewell, old fnend ' Little do you 
suspect that a student of human life has made 
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AN elderly man, with his pretty daughter 
/~\ on his arm, was passing along the street, 
and emerged from the gloom of the 
cloudy evening into the light that fell across 
the pavement from the window of a small shop 
It was a projecting window , and on the inside 
were suspended a vanety of watches, pinchbeck, 
silver, and one or two of gold, all with their 
faces turned from the streets, as if churlishly 
disinclined to inform the wayfarers what o’clock 
It was Seated within the shop, sidelong to the 
window, with his pale face bent earnestly over 
some delicate piece of mechanism on which 
was thrown the concentrated lustre of a shade 
lamp, appeared a young man 

“ What can Owen Warland be about ? ” mut- 
tered old Peter Hovenden, himself a retired 
watchmaker, and the former master of this same 


young man whose occupation he was now won- 
denng at “ What can the fellow be about 
These six months past I have never come by his 
shop without seeing him just as steadily at work 
as now It would be a flight beyond his usual 
foolery to seek for the perpetual motion ; and 
yet I know enough of my old business to be 
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certain that what he is now so busy with is no 
part of the machinery of a watch ” 

“ Perhaps, father,” said Annie, without show- 
ing much mterest m the question, “ Owen is in- 
ventmg a new kind of timekeeper I am sure 
he has ingenmty enough.” 

Poh, child ^ He has not the sort of in- 
genuity to invent anything better than a Dutch 
toy, answered her father, who had formerly 
been put to much vexation by Owen Warland’s 
irregular gemus « A plague on such ingenu- 
ity All the effect that ever I knew of it was 
to spoil the accuracy of some of the best watches 
He would turn the sun out of its 
orbit and derange the whole course of time, if, 
25 said before, his ingenuity could grasp any- 
thing bigger than a child’s toy ' ” 

Hush, father! He hears you * ” whispered 
nie, pressing the old man’s arm “ His ears 
^e as dehcate as his feehngs , and you know 

ow easily disturbed they are Do let us move 
on ” 

So Peter Hovenden and his daughter Annie 
P odded on without further conversation, until 
in a by-street of the town they found themselves 
^ssmg the open door of a blacksmith’s shop 
I in was.seen the forge, now blazing up and 
Illuminating the high and dusky roof, and now 
con ning its lustre to a narrow preemet of the 
coa -strewn floor, according as the breath of the 
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bellows was pufFed forth or again inhaled into 
Its vast leathern lungs In the intervals of 
bnghtness it was easy to distinguish objects in 
remote corners of the shop and the horseshoes 
that hung upon the wall , in the momentary 
gloom the fire seemed to be glimmenng amidst 
the vagueness of unenclosed space Moving 
about in this red glare and alternate dusk was 
the figure of the blacksmith, well worthy to be 
viewed in so picturesque an aspect of light and 
shade, where the bnght blaze struggled with 
the black night, as if each would have snatched 
his comely strength from the other Anon he 
drew a white-hot bar of iron from the coals, 
laid it on the anvil, uplifted his arm of might, 
and was soon enveloped m the myriads of sparks 
which the strokes of his hammer scattered into 
the surrounding gloom 

“ Now, that IS a pleasant sight,” said the old 
watchmaker “ I know what it is to work m 
gold , but give me the worker m iron after all 
IS said and done He spends his labor upon a 
reality. What say you, daughter Annie ” 

“ Pray don’t speak so loud, father,” whispered 
Annie, “ Robert Danforth will hear you ” 

“ And what if he should hear me ? ” said 
Peter Hovenden “ I say again, it is a good 
and a wholesome thmg to depend upon mam 
strength and reality, and to earn one’s bread 
with the bare and brawny arm of a blacksmith 
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A watchmaker gets his brain puzzled by his 
wheels within a wheel, or loses his health or 
the nicety of his eyesight, as was my case, and 
finds himself at middle age, or a little after, past 
labor at his own trade and fit for nothing else, 
vet too poor to live at his ease So I say once 
again, give me mam strength for my money 
And then, how it takes the nonsense out of a 
man ' Did you ever hear of a blacksmith being 
such a fool as Owen Warland vonder ^ ” 
“Well said, Uncle Hovenden * ” shouted 
Robert Danforth from the forge, in a full, deep, 
merry voice, that made the roof reecho “ And 
what says Miss Annie to that doctrine She, 
I suppose, will think it a genteeler business to 
tmker up a lady’s watch than to forge a horse- 
shoe or make a gndiron ” 

Annie drew her father onward without giving 
him time for reply 

But we must return to Owen Warland’s shop, 
and spend more meditation upon his history 
and character than either Peter Hovenden, 
or probably his daughter Annie, or Owen’s 
old schoolfellow, Robert Danforth, would have 
thought due to so slight a subject. From the 
time that his httle fingers could grasp a pen- 
knife, Owen had been remarkable for a delicate 
ingenuity, which sometimes produced pretty 
shapes in wood, pnnapally figures of flowers 
and birds, and sometimes seemed to aim at the 
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ti.c c'oud of '"(.lionlho^ nrri'-in':, cori'^tnict little 
^ ni'inJl'i n 1 the nnglc of i Inm or \\atcrniills 
'sc'O'i’t *!k r.t .czhl'onii" hrool: 7 fio'-cwho dis- 
co\crLd each ptcul int\ in the Inn i*; to think 
It vvorh liK^r uhilt, to oh'^i-r\c him close!}, 
*^ons,timcs caw re-son to suppns^ tint he was 
"'tcnpt.ng to imitate, tiic hcautiful moacments 
of Vaturc •’s c\cmp!i(icd in the /light of birds 
orrhcac'nita of little animals It seemed, in 
fact, a new dea elnpnicnt of the loa e of the beau- 
tiful, sucli as might haac made him a poet, a 
painter, or a sculptor, and aahich aaas as com- 
plcicla refined from all utilitarian coarseness 
as It could haa c been in cither of the fine arts 
He looked aaath singular distaste at the stiff and 
regular processes of ordinara' machincra Being 
once earned to see a steam engine, in the ex- 
pectation that his intumac comprehension of 
mechanical pnncipics aaould be graafied, he 
turned pale and grcavsick,as if something mon- 
strous and unnatural had been presented to 
him This horror a^-as partla’ oaving to the size 
and terrible energy of the iron laborer, for the 
character of Oaven’s mind was microscopic, and 
tended naturall} to the minute, in accordance 
aaith his diminutia^e frame and the mara’^ellous 
smallness and delicate poaaer of his fingers Not 
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that his sense of beauty was thereby diminished 
into a sense of prcttincss The beautiful idea 
has no relation to size, and may be as perfectly 
developed in a space too minute for any but 
microscopic investigation as within the ample 
verge that is measured by the arc of the rain- 
bow But at all events, this characteristic mi- 
nuteness in his objects and accomplishments 
made the world even more incapable than it 
might otherwise have been of appreciating Owen 
Warland’s genius The boy’s relatives saw 
nothing better to be done — as perhaps there 
was not — than to bind him apprentice to a 
watchmaker, hoping that his strange ingenuity 
might thus be regulated and put to utilitarian 
purposes 

Peter Hovenden’s opinion of his apprentice 
has already been expressed He could make 
nothing of the lad Owen’s apprehension of 
the professional mysteries, it is true, was incon- 
ceivably quick, — but he altogether forgot or 
despised the grand object of a watchmaker’s 
business, and cared no more for the measure- 
ment of time than if it had been merged into 
eternity So long, however, as he remained 
under his old master’s care, Owen’s lack of 
sturdiness made it possible, by stnet injunctions 
and sharp oversight, to restrain his creative ec- 
centnaty within bounds , but when his appren- 
ticeship was served out, and he had taken the 
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little shop which Peter Hovenden’s failing eye- 
sight compelled him to relinquish, then did peo- 
ple recognize how unfit a person was Owen 
Warland to lead old blind Father Time along 
his daily course One of his most rational pro- 
jects was to connect a musical operation with 
the machinery of hts watches, so that all the 
harsh dissonances of life might be rendered 
tuneful, and each flitting moment fall into the 
abyss of the past in golden drops of harmony 
If a family clock was intrusted to him for re- 
pair, — one of those tall, ancient clocks that 
have grown nearly allied to human nature by 
measuring out the lifetime of many generations, 

• — he would take upon himself to arrange a * 
dance or funeral procession of figures across its 
venerable face, representing twelve mirthful or 
melancholy hours Several freaks of this kind 
quite destroyed the young watchmaker’s credit 
'vith that steady and matter of fact class of peo- 
ple who hold the opinion that time is not to be 
tnfled with, whether considered as the medium 
of advancement and prosperity m this world or 
preparation for the next. His custom rapidly 
diminished — a misfortune, however, that was 
probably reckoned among his better acadents 
by Owen Warland, who was becoming more 
and more absorbed in a secret occupation which 
drew all his science and manual dexterity into 
Itself, and likewise gave full employment to the 
295 



MOSSES FROM AN OLD iMANSE 

charactenstic tendenaes of his genius This 
pursuit had already consumed many months 
After the old watchmaker and his pretty 
daughter had gazed at him out of the obscu- 
rity of the street, Owen Warland was seized 
with a fluttering of the nerves, which made his 
hand tremble too nolently to proceed with 
such dehcate labor as he was now engaged 
upon 

“ It was Annie herself’ ” murmured he “I 
should have known it, by this throbbing of my 
heart, before I heard her father’s voice Ah, 
how It throbs ’ I shall scarcely be able to work 
again on this exquisite mechanism to-night- 
Annie ’ dearest Annie ' thou shouldst give firm- 
ness to my heart and hand, and not shake them 
thus ; for if I strive to put the very spirit of 
beauty into form and give it motion, it is for 
thy sake alone O throbbing heart, be quiet ’ 
If my labor be thus thwarted, there will come 
vague and unsatisfied dreams which will leave 
me spiritless to-morrow ” 

As he was endeavoring to settle himself again 
to his task, the shop door opened and gave ad- 
mittance to no other than the stalwart figure 
which Peter Hovenden had paused to admire, 
as seen amid the light and shadow of the black- 
smith’s shop. Robert Danforth had brought 
a little anvil of his own manufacture, and pecul- 
iarly constructed, which the young artist had 
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ruccnth bespoken Owen c\amined the article 
and pronounced it fashioned according to his 
wish 

“Wh\, ^es,” said Robert Danforth, his 
strong voice filling the shop as with the sound 
of a bass \ lol, “ I consider self equal to any- 
thing in the way of mj ov n trade, though I 
should ha\ e made but a poor figure at yours 
with such a fist as this,” added he, laughing, as 
he laid his \ ast hand beside the delicate one of 
Owen “But what then? I put more main 
strength into one blow of my sledge-hammer 
than all thataou have expended since you were 
a ’prendee Is not that the truth ? ” 

“ Very probabh ,” answ'ered the low and slen- 
der voice of Owen “Strength is an earthly 
monster I make no pretensions to id My 
force, whatever there may be of it, is altogether 
spiritual ” 

“ Well, but, Owen, what are you about ? ” 
asked his old schoolfellow, still in such a hearty 
volume of tone that it made the artist shnnk, 
espeaally as the question related to a subject so 
sacred as the absorbing dream of his imagina- 
tion “ Folks do say that you are trying to 
discover the perpetual motion ” 

“ The perpetual motion ? Nonsense * ” re- 
plied Owen Warland, with a movement of dis- 
gust, for he was full of little petulances “It can 
never be discovered It is a dream that may 
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delude men vrhosc brains ire mystified ^’.^th 
matter, but not me Besides, if such a dis- 
co\ery were possible, it would not be\\orth m^ 
labile to make it onh to have the secret turned 
to such purposes as arc now cfiectcd bv steam 
and water power. 1 am not ambitious to be 
honored with the patemitv of a new kind of 
cotton machine ” 

“ That would be droll enough ' ” cned the 
blacksmith, breaking out into such an uproar of 
laughter that Owen himself and the bell glasses 
on his work-board quivered m unison “ No, 
no, Owen ' No child of \ours wall have iron 
joints and smews Well, I won’t hinder ^ou 
anv more Good-night, Owen, and success, — ■ 
and if vou need anv assistance, so far as a down- 
right blow of hammer upon anvil wall answer 
the purpose, I ’m vour man ” 

And with another laugh the man of main 
strength left the shop 

“ How strange it is,” whispered Owen War- 
land to himself, leaning his head upon his hand, 
“ that all mv musings, mv purposes, m^ passion 
for the beautiful, mv consaousness of power to 
create it, — a finer, more ethereal power, of which 
this earthly giant can have no conception, — ail, 
all, look so vain and idle whenever my path is 
crossed by Robert Danforth ' He would drive 
me mad were I to meet him often His hard, 
brute force darkens and confuses the spiritual 
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element \\ithin me , but I, too, will be strong 
m my own wa) I will not yield to him ” 

He took from beneath a glass a piece of 
minute machincr)', which he set in the condensed 
light of his lamp, and, looking intently at it 
through a magnifying glass, proceeded to oper- 
ate with a delicate instrument of steel In an 
instant, however, he fell back in his chair and 
clasped his hands, with a look of horror on his 
face that made its small features as impressive 
as those of a giant would have been 

“ Heaven ' What have I done ^ ” exclaimed 
he “ The vapor, the influence of that brute 
force, — It has bewildered me and obscured my 
perception I have made the very stroke — 
the fatal stroke — that I have dreaded from the 
first. It IS all over — the toil of months, the 
object of my life I am ruined ' ” 

And there he sat, m strange despair, until 
his lamp flickered in the socket and left the 
Artist of the Beautiful in darkness 

Thus It IS that ideas, which grow up withm 
the imagination and appear so lovely to it and 
of a value beyond whatever men call valuable, 
are exposed to be shattered and annihilated by 
contact with the practical It is requisite for the 
ideal artist to possess a force of character that 
seems hardly compatible with its delicacy , he 
must keep his faith in himself while the incredu- 
lous world assails him with its utter disbelief, 
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he must stand up against mankind and be his 
own sole disaple, both as respects his genius 
and the objects to which it is directed 

For a time Owen Warland succumbed to 
this severe but inevitable test. He spent a 
few sluggish weeks with his head so continually 
resting in his hands that the townspeople had 
scarcely an opportumtv to see his countenance 
When at last it was again uplifted to the hght 
of day, a cold, dull, nameless change was per- 
ceptible upon It. In the opinion of Peter Ho- 
venden, however, and that order of sagacious 
understandings who think that life should be 
regulated, like clockwork, with leaden weights, 
the alteration was entirely for the better. Owen 
now, indeed, apphed himself to business with 
industrv It was marvellous to witness 
the obtuse gravity with which he would inspect 
the wheels of a great old silver watch ; thereby 
delighting the owner, in whose fob it had been 
worn till he deemed it a portion of his own life, 
and was accordingly jealous of its treatment. 
In consequence of the good report thus acquired, 
Owen Warland was invited W the proper au- 
thonties to regulate the clock in the church 
steeple He succeeded so admirably in this 
matter of public interest that the merchants 
gnifflv acknowledged his ments on ’Change, 
the nurse whispered his praises as she gave the 
potion in the sick-chamber ; the lover blessed 
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him at the hour of appointed interview , and the 
town m general thanked Owen for the punctual- 
ity of dinner-time In a word, the heavy weight 
upon his spirits kept cvcrj'thing in order, not 
mcrclv witJiin his own system, but wheresoever 
the iron accents of the church clock w’cre audi- 
ble It was a circumstance, though minute, yet 
chanctcnstic of his present state, that, w'hen 
employed to engrave names or initials on silver 
spoons, he now wrote the requisite letters m 
the plainest possible style, omitting a variety 
of fanciful flounshcs that had heretofore distin- 
guished his work m this kind 

One day, during the era of this happy trans- 
formation, old Peter Hovenden came to visit 
his former apprentice 

“ Well, Owen,” said he, “ I am glad to hear 
such good accounts of you from all quarters, 
and cspeaally from the town clock yonder, 
which speaks in your commendation every hour 
of the hventy-four Only get nd altogether of 
your nonsensical trash about the beautiful, which 
I nor nobody else, nor yourself to boot, could 
ever understand, — only free yourself of that, 
and your success m life is as sure as daylight. 
Why, if you go on in this way, I should even 
venture to let you doctor this preaous old watch 
of mine , though, except my daughter Annie, I 
have nothing else so valuable in the world ” 

“ I should hardly dare touch it, sir,” replied 
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Owen m a depressed tone, for he was \\eighed 
down by his old master’s presence 

“ In time,” said the latter, — “ m time, you 
Avill be capable of it ” 

The old watchmaker, with the freedom natu- 
rally consequent on his former authority, v ent 
on inspecting the work which Owen had m 
hand at the moment, together with other mat- 
ters that were m progress The artist, mean- 
while, could scarcelj’^ lift his head There was 
nothing so antipodal to his nature as this man’s 
cold, unimaginative sagaanq by contact with 
which everything was converted into a dream 
except the densest matter of the ph)sical world 
Owen groaned in spint and praj ed fervend> to 
be dehvered from him 

“ But what IS this ■’ ” cned Peter Hovenden 
abruptly, taking up a dusty bell glass, beneath 
which appeared a mechanical something, as deli- 
cate and minute as the system of a butterfly’s 
anatomy. “ What have we here ? Owen * Ow'en * 
there is witchcraft in these little chains, and 
wheels, and paddles See ' with one pinch of my 
finger and thumb I am going to deliver you from 
all future penl ” 

“ For Heaven’s sake,” screamed Owen War- 
land, spnnging up with wonderful energy, “ as 
you would not dnve me mad, do not touch it ' 
The slightest pressure of your finger would ruin 
me forever ” 
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“ Aha, young man > And is it so ? ” said the 
old watchmaker, looking at him with just enough 
of penetration to torture Owen’s soul with the 
bitterness of worldly cnOcism “ Well, take 
your own course , but I warn you again that m 
this small piece of mechanism lives your evil 
spint Shall I exorcise him'*” 

“You are my evil spint,” answered Owen, 
much excited, — “ you and the hard, coarse 
world ' The leaden thoughts and the despond- 
ency that you fling upon me are my clogs, else 
I should long ago have achieved the task that I 
was created for ” 

Peter Hovenden shook his head, with the 
mixture of contempt and indignation which 
mankind, of whom he was partly a representa- 
tive, deem themselves entided to feel towards 
all simpletons who seek other pnzes than the 
dusty one along the highwav He then took 
his leave, with an uplifted finger and a sneer 
upon his face that haunted the artist’s dreams 
for many a night afterwards At the time of his 
old master’s visit, Owen was probably on the 
point of taking up the relinquished task , but, 
by this sinister event, he was thrown back into 
the state whence he had been slowly emerging 
But the innate tendency of his soul had only 
been accumulating fresh vigor during its ap- 
parent sluggishness As the summer advanced 
he almost totally relinquished his business, and 
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permitted Father Time, so far as the old gentle- 
man was represented by the clocks and watches 
under his ^ontrol, to stray at random through 
human life, making infinite confusion among 
the tram of bewildered hours He wasted the 
sunshine, as people said, in wandering through 
the woods and fields and along the banks of 
streams There, like a child, he found amuse- 
ment in chasing butterflies or watching the 
motions of water insects There was some- 
thing truly mysterious in the intentness with 
which he contemplated these living playthings 
as they sported on the breeze, or examined the 
structure of an impenal insect whom he had im- 
pnsoned The chase of butterflies was an apt 
emblem of the ideal pursuit m which he had 
spent so many golden hours , but would the 
beautiful idea ever be yielded to his hand like 
the butterfly that symbolized it ? Sweet, doubt- 
less, were these days, and congenial to the 
artist’s soul They were full of bright concep- 
tions, which gleamed through his intellectual 
world as the butterflies gleamed through the 
outward atmosphere, and were real to him, for 
the instant, without the toil, and perplexity, and 
many disappointments of attempting to make 
them visible to the sensual eye Alas that the 
artist, whether m poetry, or whatever other 
material, may not content himself with the in- 
ward enjoyment of the beautiful, but must chase 
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the flitting mystery beyond the verge of his 
ethereal domain, and crush its frail being m 
seizing It with a matenal grasp Owen War- 
land felt the impulse to give external reality to 
his ideas as irresistibly as any of the poets or 
painters who have arrayed the world in a dim- 
mer and fainter beaut) , imperfectly copied from 
the nchness of their visions 

The night was now his time for the slow 
progress of re-creating the one idea to which all 
his intellectual activity referred itself Always 
at the approach of dusk he stole into the town, 
locked himself within his shop, and wrought 
with patient delicacy of touch for many hours 
Sometimes he was startled by the rap of the 
watchman, who, when all the world should be 
asleep, had caught the gleam of lam^-light 
through the crevices of Owen Warland’s shut- 
ters Daylight, to the morbid sencibihty of 
his mind, seemed to have an intrusiveness that 
interfered with his pursuits On cloudy and 
inclement days, therefore, he sat with his head 
upon his hands, muffling, as it were, his sensitive 
brain m a mist of indefinite musings , for it was 
a relief to escape from the sharp distinctness 
with which he was compelled to shape out his 
thoughts dunng his nightly toil 

From one of these fits of torpor he was 
aroused by the entrance of Annie Hovenden, 
who came into the shop with the freedom of a 
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customer, and also mth something of the famil- 
iarity of a childish fnend She had worn a hole 
through her silver thimble, and wanted Owen to 
repair it 

But I don’t know w'hether you will con- 
descend to such a task,” said she, laughing, 
now that you are so taken up with the notion 
of putting spirit into machinety ” 

“ Where did you get that idea, Annie ^ ” 
said Owen, starting m surprise 

“ O, out of mv own head,” answered she, 
and from something that I heard you say, 
long ago, when you W'ere but a boy and I a 
little child But come , w'lll you mend this 
poor thimble of mine ? ” 

"Anything for your sake, Annie,” said Owen 
Warland, — " anything, even were it to wmrk 
at Robert Danforth’s forge ” 

And that would be a pretty sight * ” re- 
torted Annie, glancing with imperceptible slight- 
ness at the artist’s small and slender frame 
“Well, here is the thimble ” 

“ But that IS a strange idea of yours,” said 
Owen, “ about the spiritualization of matter ” 
And then the thought stole into his mind 
that this young gu-1 possessed the gift to com- 
prehend him better than all the world besides 
And what a help and strength would it be to 
him in his lonely tod if he could gam the sym- 
pathy of the only being whom he loved ’ To 
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persons whose pursuits arc insulated from the 
common business of life — who arc either in 
advance of mankind or apart from it — there 
often comes a sensation of moral cold that makes 
the spint shiver as if it had reached the frozen 
solitudes around the pole What the prophet, 
the poet, the reformer, the criminal, or any other 
man with human yearnings, but separated from 
the multitude by a peculiar lot, might feel, poor 
Owen felt 

“ Annie,” cried he, growing pale as death at 
the thought, “ how gladly would I tell you the 
secret of my pursuit * You, methinks, would 
estimate it nghtly You, I know, would hear 
It with a reverence that I must not expect from 
the harsh, matenal world ” 

“Would I not ? to be sure I would ' ” replied 
Annie Hovenden, lightly laughing “ Come , 
explain to me quickly what is the meaning of 
this little whirligig, so delicately wrought that it 
might be a plaything for Queen Mab See ' I 
will put It m motion ” 

“ Hold ■ ” exclaimed Owen, “ hold ’ ” 

Annie had but given the slightest possible 
touch, with the point of a needle, to the same 
minute portion of complicated machinery which 
has been more than once mentioned, when the 
artist seized her by the wnst with a force that 
made her scream aloud She was affnghted at 
the convulsion of intense rage and anguish that 
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writhed acres'? his features. The next instant 
he let his head sink upon his hands 

“ Go, Annie,” murmured he ; “ J haa c de- 
ceived myself, and must siilTcr for it la earned 
for sa'mpatha', and thought, and fanaed, and 
dreamed that aou might give it me, but )OU 
lack the talisman, Annie, that should admit aou 
into my secrets That touch has undone the 
toil of months and the thought of a lifetime ’ 
It avas not }our fault, Annie, but >ou have 
ruined me ' ” 

Poor 0\\ cn Warland 1 He had indeed erred, 
yet pardonably , for if any human spirit could 
have sufficientlv rca'crenced the processes so 
sacred in his eves, it must haa'c been aavoman’s 
Even Annie Hoa'^enden, possiblv, might not 
have disappointed him had she been enlightened 
by the deep intelligence of loa e 

The artist spent the ensuing winter m a way 
that satisfied any persons who had hitherto re- 
tained a hopeful opinion of him that heaaas, 
in truth, irrevocablv doomed to mutility as re- 
garded the world, and to an evil destiny on his 
own part The decease of a relative had put 
him m possession of a small inheritance Thus 
freed from the necessity of toil, and having lost 
the steadfast influence of a great purpose, — 
great, at least, to him, — he abandoned him- 
self to habits from which it might have been 
supposed the mere delicacv of his organization 
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!n\c nN-nilcjl to «:ccurc him. Hut when 
llu criurnl portion of a mm of gi.imis is oh- 
•■cuuil, the cirihl\ jnrt nsMimc. an influcncL 
the more tjncontrollahli, hccuist the clnracttr 
i*; mm thrnv n ijjl tht Inhiicu to \\htcii I’ro- 
\tucncc Inti iiirclv niiitnicd jt, ami which, 
in coarser natures, is adiusitd In some other 
method Owen Wnrhnd made proof of what- 
ever show' of hliss nia\ he' found m not lie 
lool cd at the world through the golden me- 
dium of wine, and contemplated the visions that 
hubhic up so gavh around the bnm of the 
glass, and that people tlic air with shapes of 
pleasant madness, which so soon grow gliostlv 
^nd forlorn liven when this dismal and in- 
cvitahlc change had taken place, the voung man 
might still have continued to quaff the cup of 
enchantments, though its vapor did but shroud 
life in gloom and fill the gloom with spectres 
that mocked at him There was a certain irk- 
someness of spint, which, being real, and the 
deepest sensation of which the artist was now 
conscious, w.as more intolerable than any fan- 
tiistic miseries and horrors that the abuse of 
'Vine could summon up In the latter case he 
could remember, even out of the midst of his 
trouble, that all was but a delusion , m the 
former, the heavy anguish was his actual life 
F rom this perilous state he was redeemed by 
an incident which more than one person wit- 
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nessed, but of which the shrewdest could not 
explain or conjecture the operation on Oi\en 
Warland’s mind It was very simple On 
a warm afternoon of spnng, as the artist sat 
among his riotous companions with a glass 
of wine before him, a splendid butterfly flew 
in at the open window and fluttered about his 
head 

“Ah,” exclaimed Owen, who had drank 
freely, “are you alive again, child of the sun 
and playmate of the summer breeze, after your 
dismal winter’s nap ? Then it is time for me 
to be at work ' ” 

And, leaving his unemptied glass upon the 
table, he departed, and was never known to sip 
another drop of wine 

And now, again, he resumed his wandenngs 
in the woods and fields It might be fancied 
that the bright butterfly, which had come so 
spint-like into the window as Owen sat with 
the rude revellers, was indeed a spint commis- 
sioned to recall him to the pure, ideal life that 
had so ethereahzed him among men It might 
be fancied that he went forth to seek this spint 
m Its sunnv haunts , for still, as in the sum- 
mer-time gone by, he was seen to steal gently 
up wherever a butterfly had alighted, and lose 
himself in contemplation of it. When it took 
flight his eyes followed the winged vision, as 
if Its airy track would show the path to heaven 
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anisiTij he was surpnsed by the entrance of old 
Peter Hovenden Owen never met this man 
without a shnnking of the heart Of all the 
world he was most temble, by reason of a keen 
understanding which saw so distinctly what it 
did see, and disbelieved so uncompromisinglv 
in what It could not see On this occasion the 
watchmaker had merely a gracious word or two 
to say 

“ Owen, my lad," said he, “we must see you 
at my house to-morrow night ” 

The artist began to mutter some excuse 

“ O, but It must be so,” quoth Peter Hoven- 
den, “for the sake of the days \vhen you were 
one of the household What, my boy ' don’t 
you know that my daughter Annie is engaged 
to Robert Danforth? W^e are making an enter- 
tainment, in our humble way, to celebrate the 
event ” 

“ Ah * ” said Owen 

That little monosyllable was all he uttered. 
Its tone seemed cold and unconcerned to an ear 
like Peter Hovenden’s, and yet there was m 
It the stifled outcry of the poor artist’s heart, 
which he compressed within him like a man hold- 
ing down an evil spint. One slight outbreak, 
however, imperceptible to the old watchmaker, 
he allowed himself Raising the instrument 
with which he was about to begin his work, he 
let It fall upon the little system of machinery 
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thit had, anew, co*;t him months of thought 
and toil. It \\a<; shattered In the stroke' 
Owen Warland's stors would hav'e been no 
tolerable representation of the troubled life of 
those ho stn\c to create the beauitiful, if, amid 
all other thwarting influences, Io%e had not in- 
terposed to steal the cunning from his hand. 
Outs' ardh he had been no ardent or enter- 
pnsing loser, the career of his passion had 
confined its tumults and sucissitudes so entirely 
Within the artist’s imagination that Annie her- 
self had scarccls more than a ssoman’s intuitive 
perception of it , but, in Owen’s viesv, it covered 
the whole field of his life forgetful of the 
time when she had shossn herself incapable of 
any deep response, he had persisted in con- 
necting all his dreams of artistical success svith 
Annie’s image, she ssas the visible shape in 
v hich the spiritual power that he worshipped, 
and on whose altar he hoped to las a not unwor- 
thy ofFenng, was made manifest to him Of 
course he had deceived himself — there were 
no such attributes in Annie Hovenden as his 
imagination had endowed her with She, in 
the aspect which she wore to his inward vision, 
was as much a creature of his own as the mys- 
terious piece of mechanism would be were it 
ever realized. Had he become convinced of 
his mistake through the medium of successful 
love, — had he won Annie to his bosom, and 
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there beheld her fade from angel into ordi- 
nary woman, — the disappointment might have 
dnven him back, with concentrated eneigy, 
upon his sole remaining object On the other 
hand, had he found Annie what he fancied, his 
lot would have been so nch in beauty that out 
of Its mere redundancy he might have wrought 
the beautiful into many a worthier type than 
he had toiled for , but the guise in which his 
sorrow came to him, the sense that the angel 
of his life had been snatched away and given 
to a rude man of earth and iron, who could 
neither need nor appreciate her ministrations, — 
mis was the very perversity of fate that makes 
uman existence appear too absurd and con- 
tradictory to be the scene of one other hope 
or one other fear There was nothing left for 
Owen Warland but to sit down like a man that 
had been stunned 

He went through a fit of illness After his 
recovery his small and slender frame assumed 
an obtuser garniture of flesh than it had ever 
before worn His thin cheeks became round , 
his delicate little hand, so spintually fashioned 
to achieve fairy task-work, grew plumper than 
the hand of a thriving infant His aspect had 
a childishness such as might have induced a 
stranger to pat him on the head — pausing, 
owever, in the act, to wonder what manner of 
child was here It was as if the spmt had gone 
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out of Inm, lc.i\ing the hodv to flourish in a 
sort of tcgctahlc existence Not that Owen 
Warland was idiotic lit could talk, and not 
irntionallv Somewhat of a habhlcr, indeed, 
did people begin to think him , for he was apt 
to discourse at weirisomc length of marvels of 
mechanism that he had read about m books, 
but which he had learned to consider as abso- 
lutely fabulous Among them he enumerated 
the Man of Brass, constructed by Albertus 
Magnus, and the Braven Head of Friar Bacon , 
and, coming down to later times, the automata 
of a little coach and horses, which it was pre- 
tended had been manufactured for the Dauphin 
of France , together with an insect that buzzed 
about the car like a living fly, and yet was but 
a contnvance of minute steel springs There 
was a stotw-, too, of a duck that waddled, and 
quacked, and ate , though, had any honest citi- 
zen purchased it for dinner, he would have found 
himself cheated with the mere mechanical appa- 
rition of a duck 

But all these accounts,” said Owen War- 
land, “ I am now satisfied are mere imposi- 
tions ” 

Then, m a mystenous way, he would confess 
that he once thought differently In his idle 
and dreamy days he had considered it possible, 
m a certain sense, to spintualize machinery, and 
to combine with the new species of life and mo- 
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tion thus produced a beauty that should attain 
to the ideal winch Nature has proposed to her- 
self m all her creatures, but has never taken 
pains to realize He seemed, however, to re- 
tain no very distinct perception either of the 
process of achieving this object or of the design 
Itself 

“ I have thrown it all aside now,” he would 
say “ It was a dream such as young men arc 
always mystifying themselves with Now that 
I have acquired a little common-sense, it makes 
me laugh to think of it ” 

Poor, poor and fallen Owen Warland ' These 
were the symptoms that he had ceased to be an 
inhabitant of the better sphere that lies unseen 
around us He had lost his faith in the intns- 
ible, and now prided himself, as such unfor- 
tunates invariably do, in the wsdom which 
rejected much that even his eye could see, and 
trusted confidently in nothing but what his 
hand could touch This is the calamity of men 
whose spintual part dies out of them and leaves 
the grosser understanding to assimilate them 
more and more to the things of which alone it 
can take cognizance , but in Owen Warland the 
spirit was not dead nor passed away , it only 
slept. 

How It awoke again is not recorded Per- 
haps the torpid slumber was broken by a con- 
vulsive pain Perhaps, as m a former instance, 
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the Imrtcrfiv ennu nnd ho\crcd about lus head 
and rcinspircd him, — as indeed this creature 
of the sunslnnc ind s a nn stertous mission 
for the artist, — reinspired iiimwith tlie former 
purpose of his life Whether it were pain or 
happiness that thrilled through his veins, his 
first impulse was to thank Heaven for render- 
ing him again the being of thought, imagina- 
tion, and keenest sensibility that he had long 
ceased to be , 

“ Now for m) task," said he “ Never did 
I feel such strength for it as now 
Yet, strong as he felt himself, he was incited 
to toil the more diligently by an anxiety lest 
death should surprise him in the midst of his 
labors This anxiety, perhaps, is common to 
all men who set their hearts upon anything so 
high, in their own view of it, that life becomes 
of importance only as conditional to its accom- 
plishment So long as we love life for itself, 
we seldom dread the losing it When we de- 
sire life for the attainment of an object, we re- 
cognize the frailty of its texture But, side by 
Side With this sense of insecunty, there is a vital 
faith in our invulnerability to the shaft of death 
while engaged in any task that seems assigned 
by Providence as our proper thing to do, and 
which the world would have cause to mourn for 
should we leave it unaccomphshed Can the 
philosopher, big with the inspiration of an idea 
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that IS to reform mankind, believe that he is to 
be beckoned from this sensible existence at the 
very instant when he is mustenng his breath to 
speak the word of light ^ Should he pensh so, 
the weary ages may pass away — the world s, 
whose life sand may fall, drop by drop before 
another intellect is prepared to develop the 
truth that might have been uttered then But 
history affords many an example where the most 
preaous spint, at any particular epoch mani- 
fested in human shape, has gone hence untimely, 
without space allowed him, so far as mortal 
judgment could discern, to perform his mission 
on the earth The prophet dies, and the man of 
torpid heart and sluggish brain lives on The 
poet leaves his song half sung, or finishes it, 
beyond the scope of mortal ears, in a celestial 
choir The painter — as Allston did — leaves 
half his conception on the canvas to sadden us 
with Its imperfect beauty, and goes to picture 
forth the whole, if it be no irreverence to say 
so, m the hues of heaven But rather such in- 
complete designs of this life wdl be perfected 
nowhere This so frequent abortion of man s 
dearest projects must be taken as a proof that 
the deeds of earth, however etherealized by 
piety or genius, are without value, except as 
exercises and mamfestations of the spmt. In 
heaven all ordinary thought is higher and more 
melodious than Milton’s song Then, would 
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he add another verse to any strain that he had 
left unfinished here ? 

But to return to Owen Warland It was his 
fortune, good or lU, to achieve the purpose of 
his life Pass we over a long space of intense 
thought, yearning effort, minute tod, and wast- 
ing anxiety, succeeded by an instant of solitar)’" 
tnumph let all this be imagined, and then 
behold the artist, on a winter evening, seeking 
admittance to Robert Danforth’s fireside circle 
There he found the man of iron, with his mas- 
sive substance thoroughly y'armed and attem- 
pered by domestic influences And there was 
Annie, too, now transformed into a matron, 
With much of her husband’s plain and sturdy 
nature, but imbued, as Owen Warland still 
believed, with a finer grace, that might enable 
her to be the interpreter between strength and 
beauty It happened, likewise, that old Peter 
Hovenden was a guest this evening at his 
daughter’s fireside , and it was his well-remem- 
bered expression of keen, cold criticism that first 
encountered the artist’s glance 

“ My old friend Owen ' ” cned Robert Dan- 
forth, starting up, and compressing the artist s 
delicate fingers within a hand that was accus- 
tomed to gnpc bars of iron “ This is kind 
and neighborly to come to us at last. I vas 
afraid your perpetual motion had bewitched you 
out of the remembrance of old times 
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“We are glad to see you,” said Annie, while 
a blush reddened her matronly cheek “ It was 
not like a fnend to stay from us so long ” 

“ Well, Owen,” inquired the old watchmaker, 
as his first greeting, “ how comes on the beau- 
tiful ^ Have you created it at last ? ” 

The artist did not immediately reply, being 
startled by the appantion of a young child of 
strength that was tumbling about on the carpet, 
— a little personage who had come mysten- 
ously out of the infinite, but with something 
so sturdy and real jn his composition that he 
seemed moulded out of the densest substance 
which earth could supply This hopeful infant 
crawled towards the new-comer, and setting him- 
self on end, as Robert Danforth expressed the 
posture, stared at Owen with a look of such 
sagaaous observation that the mother could not 
help exchanging a proud glance with her hus- 
band But the artist was disturbed by the 
child’s look, as imagining a resemblance between 
It and Peter Hovenden’s habitual expression 
He could have fanaed that the old watch- 
maker was compressed into this baby shape, 
and lookmg out of those baby eyes, and repeat- 
ing, as he now did, the mahcious question - — 

“ The beautiful, Owen > How comes on the 
beautiful ? Have you succeeded in creating 
the beautiful >’ ” 

“ I have succeeded,” replied the artist, with 
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a momentary light of tnumph in his eyes and 
a smile of sunshine, yet steeped in such depth 
of thought that it was almost sadness “Yes, 
my friends, it is the truth I have succeeded ” 

“ Indeed ’ ” cned Annie, a look of maiden 
mirthfulness peeping out of her face again, — 
“ and IS It lawful, now, to inquire what the 
secret is ^ ” 

“ Surely , it is to disclose it that I have come,” 
answered Owen Warland “ You shall know, 
and see, and touch, and possess the secret 1 For, 
Annie, — if by that name I may still address 
the friend of my boyish years, — Annie, it is 
for your bndal gift that I have wrought this 
spiritualized mechanism, this harmony of mo- 
tion, this mystery of beauty It comes late, 
indeed , but it is as we go onward in life, when 
objects begin to lose their freshness of hue and 
our souls their delicacy of perception, that the 
spint of beauty is most needed If, — forgive 
me, Annie, — if you know how to value this 
gift. It can never come too late ” 

He produced, as he spoke, what seemed a 
jewel box It was carved nchly out of ebony 
by his own hand, and inlaid with a fanciful 
tracery of pearl, representing a boy in pursuit 
of a butterfly, which, elsewhere, had become a 
winged spint, and was flying heavenward , while 
the boy, or youth, had found such efficacy in 
his strong desire that he ascended from earth to 
321 



MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE 

cloud, and from cloud to celestial atmosphere, 
to win the beautiful This case of ebony the 
artist opened, and bade Annie place her finger 
on Its edge She did so, but almost screamed 
as a butterfly fluttered forth, and, alighting on 
her finger’s tip, sat waving the ample magnifi- 
cence of Its purple and gold-speckled wuigs, as 
if m prelude to a flight It is impossible to 
express by words the glory, the splendor, the 
delicate gorgeousness which were softened into 
the beauty of this object Nature’s ideal butter- 
fly was here realized in all its perfection , not in 
the pattern of such faded insects as flit among 
earthly flowers, but of those which hover across 
the meads of paradise for child-angels and the 
spmts of departed infants to disport them- 
selves with The nch down was visible upon 
Its wings , the lustre of its eyes seemed instinct 
with spirit The firelight glimmered around 
this wonder — the candles gleamed upon it , but 
It glistened apparently by its own radiance, and 
iluminated the finger and outstretched hand on 
which It rested with a white gleam like that 
of precious stones In its perfect beauty, the 
consideration of size was entirely lost Had 
Its wings overreached the firmament, the mind 
could not have been more filled or satisfied 
“ Beautiful > beautiful * ” exclaimed Annie 
“ Is It alive ? Is It alive ? ” 

“ Alive ? To be sure it is,” answered her 
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husband “ Do you suppose any mortal has 
skill enough to make a butterfly, or would put 
himself to the trouble of making one, when any 
child may catch a score of them in a summer’s 
afternoon^ Alive ^ Certainly' But this pretty 
bo\ IS undoubtedly of our friend Owen’s man- 
ufacture , and really it does him credit ” 

At this moment the butterfly waved its wings 
anew, with a motion so absolutely lifelike that 
Annie w'as startled, and even awe-stneken , for, 
in spite of her husband’s opinion, she could 
not satisfy herself w'hethcr it was indeed a living 
creature or a piece of wondrous mechanism 
“ Is It alive ^ ” she repeated more earnestly 
than before 

“Judge for yourself,” said Owen Warland, 
w'ho stood gazing m her face with fixed atten- 
tion 

The butterfly now flung itself upon the air, 
fluttered round Annie’s head, and soared into 
a distant region of the parlor, still making it- 
self perceptible to sight by the starry gleam in 
which the motion of its wings enveloped it 
The infant on the floor followed its course with 
his sagacious little eyes After flying about the 
room. It returned in a spiral curve and setded 
again on Annie’s finger 

“ But IS It alive ? ” exclaimed she again , and 
the finger on which the gorgeous mystery had 
alighted was so tremulous that the butterfly 
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was forced to balance himself with his \wngs 
"Tell me if it be alive, or whether you created 
It ” 

"Wherefore ask who created it, so it be 
beautiful ^ " replied Oven Warland " Alive ^ 
Yes, Annie , it may well be said to possess 
life, for It has absorbed my own being into it- 
self, and in the secret of that butterfly, and in 
Its beauty, — which is not merely outward, but 
deep as its whole system, — is represented the 
intellect, the imagination, the sensibility, the 
soul of an Artist of the Beautiful ' Yes — I 
created it But ” — and here his countenance 
somewhat changed — " this butterfly is not now 
to me what it was when I beheld it afar off m 
the day-dreams of my youth ” 

" Be It what It may, it is a pretty plaything,” 
said the blacksmith, grinning wnth childlike de- 
light. “ I wonder whether it would condescend 
to alight on such a great clumsy finger as mine ? 
Hold it hither, Annie ” 

By the artist's direction, Annie touched her 
finger's tip to that of her husband , and, after 
a momentary delay, the butterfly fluttered from 
one to the other It preluded a second flight 
by a similar, yet not preasely the same, waving 
of wings as m the first expenment , then, as- 
cending from the blacksmith’s stalwart finger, 
it rose in a gradually enlarging curve to the 
ceiling, made one wide sweep around the room, 
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and returned with an undulating movement to 
the point whence it had started 

“ Well, that does heat all nature ' ” cried 
Robert Danforth, bestowing the heartiest praise 
that he could find expression for, and, indeed, 
had he paused there, a man of finer words and 
nicer perception could not easily have said more 
“ That goes bejond me, I confess But what 
then ? There is more real use m one dowm- 
nght blow of my sledge-hammer than m the 
whole five years’ labor that our fnend Owen 
has wasted on this butterfly ” 

Here the child clapped his hands and made 
a great babble of indistinct utterance, apparently 
demanding that the butterfly should be given 
him for a plaything 

Owen Warland, meanwhile, glanced sidelong 
at Annie, to discover whether she sympathized 
m her husband’s estimate of the comparative 
value of the beautiful and the practical There 
was, amid all her kindness towards himself, 
amid all the wonder and admiration with which 
she contemplated the marvellous work of his 
hands and incarnation of his idea, a secret scorn 
— too secret, perhaps, for her own conscious- 
ness, and perceptible only to such intuitive dis- 
cernment as that of the artist But Owen, in 
the latter stages of his pursuit, had nsen out of 
the region in which such a discovery might 
have been torture He knew that the world, 
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and Annie as the representative of the world, 
whatever praise ihight be bestow'cd, could never 
say the fitting word nor feel the fitting senti- 
ment which should be the perfect recompense 
of an artist who, symbolizing a lofty moral by 
a matenal trifle, — converting what was earthly 
to spiritual gold, — had won the beautiful into 
his handiwork Not at this latest moment was 
he to learn that the reward of all high perform- 
ance must be sought within itself, or sought in 
vain There was, however, a view of the mat- 
ter which Annie and her husband, and even 
Peter Hovenden, might fully have understood, 
and which would have satisfied them that the 
toil of years had here been worthily bestowed 
Owen Warland might have told them that this 
butterfly, this plaything, this bridal gift of a 
poor watchmaker to a blacksmith’s wife, was, 
m truth, a gem of art that a monarch would 
have purchased with honors and abundant 
wealth, and have treasured it among the jewels 
of his kingdom as the most unique and won- 
drous of them all But the artist smiled and 
kept the secret to himself 

“ Father,” said Annie, thinking that a word 
of praise from the old watchmaker might grat- 
ify his former apprentice, “ do come and ad- 
mire this pretty butterfly ” 

“ Let us see,” said Peter Hovenden, nsing 
from his chair, with a sneer upon his face that 
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ih\.'i\s made people doubt, as he himself did 
m even thing but a material existence “ Hen 
IS m\ finger for it to alight upon I shall un 
derstnnd it better when once I have touched it ’ 
But, to the increased astonishment of Annie 
when the tiji of her father's finger was presscc 
against that of her husband, on which the but 
terflv still rested, the insect drooped its wing< 
and seemed on the point of falling to the floor 
Lven the bright spots of gold upon its wing; 
and body, unless her eyes deceived her, grew 
dim, and the glowing purple took a dusky hue, 
and the starry lustre that gleamed around the 
blacksmith’s hand became faint and vanished 
“ It IS dj ing ' It IS dying ' ” cned Annie, in 
alarm 

“ It has been delicately wrought,” said the 
artist calmly “ As I told you, it has imbibed 
a spiritual essence — call it magnetism, or what 
•sou will In an atmosphere of doubt and 
mockery its exquisite susceptibility suffers tor- 
ture, as does the soul of him who instilled his 
owm life into it- It has already lost its beauty, 
in a few moments more its mechanism would 
be irreparably injured ” 

"Take away your hand, father!” entreated 
Annie, turning pale " Here is my child , let 
It rest on his innocent hand. There, perhaps. 
Its life will revive and its colors grow brighter 
than ever ” 
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Her father, with an acrid smile, withdrew his 
finger. The butterfly then appeared to recover 
the power of voluntary motion, while its hues 
assumed much of their onginal lustre, and the 
gleam of starlight, which was its most ethereal 
attnbute, again formed a halo round about it. 
At first, when transferred from Robert Dan- 
forth’s hand to the small finger of the child, 
this radiance grew so powerful that it positively 
threw the litde fellow’s shadow back against 
the wall He, meanwhile, extended his plump 
hand as he had seen his father and mother do, 
and watched the waving of the insect’s wings 
with infantine dehght Nevertheless, there was 
a certain odd expression of sagaaty that made 
Owen Warland feel as if here were old Peter Ho- 
venden, partially, and but partially, redeemed 
from his hard sceptiasm into chddish faith 
“ How wise the little monkey looks ' ” whis- 
pered Robert Danforth to his wife 

“ I never saw such a look on a child’s face,” 
answered Annie, adminng her own infant, and 
with good reason, far more than the artistic 
butterfly “ The darling knows more of the 
mystery than we do ” 

As if the butterfly, like the artist, were con- 
scious of something not entirely congenial in 
the child’s nature, it alternately sparkled and 
grew dim At length it arose from the small 
hand of the infant with an airy motion that 
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sccnitd to heir it upwird without an effort, as 
if the ethereal instincts with which its master’s 
spirit had endowed it impelled this fair vision 
involuntanly to a higher sphere Had there 
hecn no obstruction, it might have soared into 
the sk} and grown immortal But its lustre 
gleamed upon the ceiling, the exquisite texture 
of Its wangs bnishcd against that earthly me- 
dium , and a sparkle or two, as of star-dust, 
floated downward and lay glimmenng on the 
carpet Then the butterfly came fluttering 
dow'n, and, instead of returning to the infant, 
was apparently attracted towards the artist’s 
hand 

“ Not so ' not so ' ” murmured Owen War- 
land, as if his handiwork could have under- 
stood him “ Thou hast gone forth out of thv 
master’s heart There is no return for thee ” 

With a wavering movement, and emitting a 
tremulous radiance, the butterfly struggled, as 
It were, towards the infant, and was about to 
alight upon his finger^ but while it still hov- 
ered in the air, the little child of strength, with 
his grandsire’s sharp and shrewd expression in 
his face, made a snatch at the marvellous insect 
and compressed it in his hand Annie screamed 
Old Peter Hovenden burst into a cold and 
scornful laugh The blacksmith, by mam force, 
unclosed the infant’s hand, and found within 
the palm a small heap of glittenng fragments, 
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whence the mystery of beauty had hed forever 
And as for Owen Warlandj he looked placidly 
at what seemed the rum of his life’s labor, and 
which was yet no rum He had caught a far 
other butterfly than this When the artist rose 
high enough to achieve the beautiful, the sym- 
bol by which he made it perceptible to mortal 
senses became of little value in his eyes while 
his spirit possessed itself in the enjoyment of 
the reality 
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[“ A satmcal article might be made out of the idea of an 
imaginaiy museum, containmg such articles as Aaron’s rod, 
the petticoat of General Hamson, the pistol wth which Ben- 
ton shot Jackson, — and then a diorama, consistmg of pohu- 
cal or other scenes, or done in wax-work The idea to be 
wonght out and extended Perhaps it might be the museum 
of a deceased old man ” — American Note-Books, p 40 ] 

T he other day, having a leisure hour 
at my disposal, I stepped into a new 
museum, to which my notice was casu- 
ally drawn by a small and unobtrusive sign • 
“ To BE SEEN HERE, A ViRTUOSO’s COLLECTION ” 
Such was the simple, yet not altogether un- 
promising, announcement that turned my steps 
aside for a little while from the sunny sidewalk 
of our pnncipal thoroughfare Mounting a 
sombre staircase, I pushed open a door at its 
summit, and found myself m the presence of a 
person, who mentioned the moderate sum that 
would entitle me to admittance 

“ Three shillings, Massachusetts tenor,” said 
he “No, I mean half a dollar, as you reckon 
in these days ” 

While searching my pocket for the coin, I 
glanced at the doorkeeper, the marked character 
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and individuality of whose aspect encouraged 
me to expect something not quite in the ordi- 
nary way He wore an old-fashioned greatcoat, 
much faded, within which his meagre person 
was so completely enveloped that the rest of 
his attire was undistmguishable But his vis- 
age was remarkably wind-flushed, sunburnt, and 
weather-worn, and had a most unquiet, nervous, 
and apprehensive expression It seemed as if 
this man had some all-important object in view, 
some point of deepest interest to be decided, 
some momentous question to ask, might he but 
hope for a reply As it was evident, however, 
that I could have nothing to do with his pn- 
vate affairs, I passed through an open doorway, 
which admitted me into the extensive hall of 
the museum 

Directly in front of the portal was the bronze 
statue of a youth with winged feet He was 
represented in the act of flitting away from earth, 
yet wore such a look of earnest invitation that 
It impressed me like a summons to enter the 
hall 

“ It is the original statue of Opportunity, by 
the ancient sculptor Lysippus,” said a gende- 
man who now approached me “ I place it at 
the entrance of my museum, because it is not 
at all times that one can gam admittance to such 
a collection ” 
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TJic ';|uikcr was a niiddlc-agcd person, of 
whom It was not casj to determine whether he 
had spent his life as a scholar or as a man of 
action , in truth, all outward and obvious pe- 
culiarities had been worn away by an extensive 
and promiscuous intercourse with the world 
1 here was no mark about him of profession, 
individual habits, or scarcely of country , al- 
though his dark complexion and high features 
made me conjecture that he w'as a native of some 
southern clime of Europe At all events, he 
was evidently the virtuoso ip person 

“ With your permission,” said he, “ as we 
have no descriptive catalogue, I will accompany 
you through the museum and point out what- 
ever may be most w'orthyof attention In the 
first place, here is a choice collection of stuffed 
animals ” 

Nearest the door stood the outward semblance 
of a wolf, exquisitely prepared, it is true, and 
showing a very wolfish fierceness m the large 
glass eyes which were inserted into its wild and 
crafty head Soli it was merely the skin of a 
wolf, with nothing to distinguish it from other 
individuals of that unlovely breed 

“ How does this animal deserve a place in 
your collection ? ” inquired I 

“It IS the wolf that devoured Little Red 
Riding-Hood,” answered the virtuoso, “and 
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b) his side — with n milder and more matronly 
look, as\ou perceive — stands the shc-wolf that 
suckled Romulus and Remus ” 

“Ah, indeed 1” exclaimed I “And what 
level} hmb is this with the snow-white fleece, 
which seems to be of as delicate a texture as in- 
nocence Itself? ” 

“Methmks \ou have but carclcssU read 
Spenser,” replied my guide, “or }ou would at 
once recognize the ‘ milk-white lamb ’ which 
Una led But I set no great value upon the 
lamb The next specimen is better worth our 
notice ” 

“ What ’ ” cned I, “this strange animal, with 
the black head of an ox upon the bodv of a 
white horse ? Were it possible to suppose it, 
I should say that this was Alexander’s steed 
Bucephalus ” 

“ The same,” said the virtuoso “ And can 
you hkewasc give a name to the famous charger 
that stands beside him ? ” 

Next to the renowned Bucephalus stood the 
mere skeleton of a horse, with the white bones 
peeping through his ill-conditioned hide , but, 
if my heart had not warmed towards that pitiful 
anatomy, I might as well have quitted the mu- 
seum at once Its ranties had not been col- 
lected with pain and tom from the four quarters 
of the earth, and from the depths of the sea, 
and from the palaces and sepulchres of ages, 
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for those who could mistake this illustrious 
steed 

“It IS Kosinantc * " exclaimed I, with cn- 
thusnsm 

And so It proved My admiration for the 
noble and gallant horse caused me to glance with 
less interest at the other animals, although many 
of them might have deserved the notice of Cu- 
vier himself. There was the donkey which 
Peter Bell cudgelled so soundly, and a brother 
of the same species who had suffered a simi- 
lar infliction from the ancient prophet Balaam 
Some doubts were entertained, however, as to 
the authenttcIt^'^ of the latter beast My guide 
pointed out the venerable Argus, that faithful 
dog of Ulysses, and also another dog (for so 
the skin bespoke it), avhich, though imperfectly 
preserved, seemed once to have had three heads 
It was Cerberus I was considerably amused 
at detecting in an obscure corner the fox that be- 
came so famous by the loss of his tail There 
were several stuffed cats, which, as a dear lover 
of that comfortable beast, attracted my affection- 
ate regards One was Dr Johnson’s cat Hodge , 
and in the same row stood the favorite cats of 
Mahomet, Gray, and Walter Scott, together 
with Puss m Boots, and a cat of very noble 
aspect who had once been a deity of anaent 
Egypt Byron’s tame bear came next I must 
not foi^et to mention the Erymanthean boar, 
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the skin of St George s dragon, and that of the 
serpent P\ then , and another ‘»kin with beauti- 
fully a anegated hues, supposed to haa c been 
the garment of the “ spirited sla snake ” a' hich 
tempted Eac Acainst the walL a’ ere sus- 
pended the horns of the stag that Shakespeare 
shot, and on the floor La the ponderous '^hell 
of the tortowc aahich fell upon the hc^d of 
iEschalus In one rov , as natural as life, stood 
the sacred bull Apis, the “ coaa' aaath the crum- 
pled horn,” and a a era aaald - looking a oung 
heifer, aahich I guessed to be the coaa that 
jumped oaer the moon She aaas probabla 
killed ba the rapidita of her descent As I 
turned aaa-aa , ma ca cs fell upon an indescribable 
monster, aahich proa-ed to be a gnfiin 

“ I look m a am,” obscra-cd 1, “for the skin 
of an animal avhich might aadl dcsera'e the 
closest studa of a naturalist — the aannged horse, 
Pegasus ” 

“ He IS not a-et dead,” replied the anrtuoso; 
“ but he IS so hard ndden b\* manv roung gen- 
tlemen of the Oaa that I hope soon to add his 
skin and skeleton to mv collecaon ” 

We noa’" passed to the next alcoa'e ot the 
hall, in avh’ch aa^ a multitude of stuffed birds 
Thev avere a-erv premlv arranged, some upon 
the branches of trees, others brooding upon 
nests, and others suspended by aaires so arti- 
fiaallv that they seemed m the a'err act of 
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!’ ’i! \m('% tiiriii 1 nhitr tloM , uirli n 

1 ’ir rj } .'ji!; ct iih\r Ir-tj jn Is^r niniuli 

“t . 'f I''- tIk \tn t!ii\r,' jmjiiirnl I, 
" ’! • 1' iiui’ht Jlir inr ‘i of prifc ami iiopc 
•o r’lr !r( ip'- ! I'" >trti p\ '•lu cf ol llir nrk ' " 
" M c i > ' ' t’ti m\ tmiip UH(i() 

" \t’tl slit ru<ii. I Mippn ' cutirmiird I, 
•' 1 ■h'- 11 m tii“l fivi I 111 ii m ;hr u ddtrm.' •. ’* 

" t 1 I u t ,1 * \o,*’ • ltd the \ ir»un’ (1 , '* jt 

1 1 h d nfiMolrrii dtfr Hi ht loupcd to one 
Ihr'iai'i Kiid'T, am! nnnv ]h oplc iancitd tint 
file th \ d hiiivcif \ a ih't’Ui'id tiiulcr his •aide 
phii, nt'r Hut poor (iri[> In' draun lin la'.t 

fori , ami h n h'rti forced to '-av die * at last 
I hi o he* rncti, hanlh Ics ciiriou , n tint in 
which the • Old of Kiiip Otortic I rensittd Ins 
lada hue, the Diichcs of Kendall " 

M\ puidc next jiointed out Minena’s owl 
'’iid the Milturc that prc\ed upon the Iner of 
Prometheus I here was likewise the sacred lius 
of I gspt, and one of the htj niphalides which 
I lerculc^ shot in his sixth labor Shellea ’s sky- 
larV , Bra ant’s waterfowl, and a pigeon from the 
belfra of the Old South Church, presen cd by 
N I* Wdlis, were placed on the same perch 
I could not but shudder on beholding Colc- 
ndge's albatross, transfixed with the Ancient 
Manner’s cross-bow' shaft Beside this bird of 
awful pocs} stoodagra) goose of very ordinary 
aspect 
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“StttfFed goose is no such rant),” observed 
I ** Wh) do }OU prcscr\’’L ■^uch a specimen in 
^our museum ? ” 

“ It IS one of the flock \vhosc cackling saved 
the Roman Capitol,” answered the virtuoso 
“ Man\ geese ha\c cackled and hissed both 
before and since , but none, like these, have 
clamored themsehes into immortalita ” 

There seemed to be little else that demanded 
notice in this department of the museum, unless 
we except Robinson Crusoe’s parrot, a In c phcc- 
mx, a footless bird of paradise, and a splendid 
peacock, supposed to be the same that once 
contained the soul of Pithagoras I therefore 
passed to the next alcove, the shches of uhich 
were covered with a miscellaneous collection of 
cunosities such as are usually found in similar 
establishments One of the first things that 
took my eye was a strange-lookmg cap, wo\ en 
of some substance that appeared to be neither 
woollen, cotton, nor linen 

“ Is this a magiaan’s cap ? ” I asked 
“No,” replied the xirtuoso , “it is merely 
Dr Franklin’s cap of asbestos But here is one 
which, perhaps, may suit you better. It is the 
wshing cap of Fortunatus Will you try it on ? ” 
“ By no means,” answered I, putting it aside 
with my hand “ The day of wild wishes is 
past with me I desire nothing that may not 
come in the ordinary course of Providence ” 
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“ Then probabl} returned the virtuoso, 
“you will not be tempted to rub this lamp?” 

While speaking, he took from the shelf an 
antique brass lamp, curiously \vrought with em- 
bossed figures, but so covered wth verdigns 
that the sculpture was almost eaten away 
"It is a thousand years,” said he, “since 
the genius of this lamp constructed Aladdin’s 
palace in a single night. But he still retains 
his power, and the man who rubs Aladdin’s 
lamp has but to desire either a palace or a cot- 
tage.” 

“ I might desire a cottage,” replied I , “ but 
I would have It founded on sure and stable 
truth, not on dreams and fantasies I have 
learned to look for the real and the true ” 

My guide next showed me Prospero’s magic 
wand, broken into three fragments by the hand 
of Its mighty master On the same shelf lay 
the gold nng of ancient Gyges, which enabled 
the wearer to walk invisible On the other side 
of the alcove was a tall looking-glass in a frame 
of ebony, but veiled with a curtam of purple 
silk, through the rents of which the gleam of the 
mirror was perceptible 

“ This IS Cornelius Agnppa’s magic glass,” 
observed the virtuoso “ Draw aside the cur- 
tain, and picture any human form within your 
mind, and it will be reflected in the mirror.” 

“ It is enough if I can picture it within my 
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ansrrered L “ VThy should I wish it 
to be repeated In the mirror: But, indee?!, 
these ■^otas of mas'c ha^e srotm wearisome to 
me. There are so manv greater woaders in the 
wodd, to those who keep their eyes open and 
their sight unatmmed by cnstomj that ail the 
delusions of the old sorcerers seem 5at and 

stale. L dess TQu can show me something really 

cunous, I care not to look farther mto tout 
museum.” 


“Ah, welL then,” said the Tirtuoso com- 
pnsediv, perhaps vou mar deem some of my 
antrcuarian rarities deserving of a glance.” 

He pointea out the non mask, nowcorroued 
with rust : and mv heart grew rck at the sight 
of this dreanfbi tehc, 'r-hich had shut out a hu- 
man being from srmpatnr with his race. There 
was nothing half so terrible in the axe that 
beheadeu. King Charles, nor in the dagger tnat 
slew Henrv of Xavarre, nor m the arrow that 
p.erced the heart of William Rufus — ali of 
wh-ch were shown to me. jMany of the articles 
derived tneir interest, such as it was. from nav- 


tng been formerlv in the possession of royalty. 
For instance, here was Charlemasne’s sheepskin 
cloak, the dowms- mg of Louis Quatorze, the 
spmmi:g--^heel of Sardanapalus, and King Ste- 


phen’s famous breeches which cost him but a 
cro— n. The neart of the Bloodv Mary, with 
the word ‘‘ Calais ” worn, into its diseased sub- 
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stance, was preserved m a bottle of spirits , and 
near it lay the golden case m which the queen 
of Gustavus Adolphus treasured up that hero’s 
heart Among these relics and heirlooms of 
kings I must not forget the long, hairy ears of 
Midas, and a piece of bread which had been 
changed to gold by the touch of that unlucky 
monarch And as Grecian Helen was a queen. 
It may here be mentioned that I was permitted 
to take into my hand a lock of her golden hair 
and the bowl which a sculptor modelled from 
the curve of her perfect breast Here, like- 
wise, was the robe that smothered Agamemnon, 
Nero’s fiddle, the Czar Peter’s brandy bottle, 
the crown of Semiramis, and Canute’s sceptre 
which he extended over the sea That my own 
land may not deem itself neglected, let me add 
that I was favored with a sight of the skull of 
King Philip, the famous Indian chief, whose 
head the Puntans smote off and exhibited upon 
a pole 

“ Show me something else,” said I to the 
virtuoso " Kings are in such an artificial posi- 
tion that people m the ordinary walks of life 
cannot feel an interest m their relics If you 
could show me the straw hat of sweet little 
NeU, I would far rather see it than a king’s 
golden crown ” 

“ There it is,” said my guide, pointing care- 
lessly with his staff to the straw hat in question 
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the golden vase of Bias, with its inscription • 
" To THF Wisest ’’ 

“ And how did you obtain this vase ? ” said 
I to the virtuoso 

" It was given me long ago,” replied he, with 
a scornful expression m his eye, “ because I had 
learned to despise all things ” 

It had not escaped me that, though the vir- 
tuoso was evidently a man of high cultivation, 
yet he seemed to lack sympathy with the spir- 
itual, the sublime, and the tender Apart from 
the whim that had led him to devote so much 
time, pains, and expense to the collection of this 
museum, he impressed me as one of the hard- 
est and coldest men of the w'orld w'hom I had 
ever met 

“ To despise all things • ” repeated I “ This, 
at best, is the wnsdom of the understanding It 
is the creed of a man whose soul, whose better 
and diviner part, has never been awakened, or 
has died out of him ” 

“ I did not think that you were still so young,” 
said the virtuoso “ Should you live to my 
years, you w'lll acknowledge that the vase of 
Bias was not ill bestowed ” 

Without further discussion of the point, he 
directed my attention to other cunosities I 
examined Cinderella’s little glass slipper, and 
compared it with one of Diana’s sandals, and 
with Fanny Elssler’s shoe, which bore testi- 
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mon\ to the muscular character of her illustn- 
ous foot. On the same shelf were Thomas the 
Rhymer’s green velvet shoes, and the brazen 
shoe of Empedocles which was thrown out of 
Mount ^tna Anacreon’s dnnking-cup was 
placed m apt juxtaposition with one of Tom 
Ivloore’s wme-glasses and Circe’s magic bowl 
These were symbols of luxury and not , but 
near them stood the cup whence Socrates drank 
his hemlock, and that which Sir Philip Sidney 
put from his death-parched bps to bestow the 
draught upon a dying soldier Next appeared 
a cluster of tobacco pipes, consisting of Sir 
Walter Raleigh’s, the earliest on record, Dr 
Parr’s, Charles Lamb’s, and the first calumet 
of peace which was ever smoked between a 
European and an Indian Among other musi- 
cal instruments, I noticed the lyre of Orpheus 
and those of Homer and Sappho, Dr Frank- 
lin’s famous whistle, the trumpet of Anthony 
Van Corlear, and the flute which Goldsmith 
played upon in his rambles through the French 
provinces The staff of Peter the Hermit stood 
in a comer with that of good old Bishop Jewel, 
and one of ivory, which had belonged to Papi- 
nus, the Roman senator The ponderous dub 
of Hercules was close at hand The virtuoso 
showed me the chisel of Phidias, Claude’s pal- 
ette, and the brush of Apelles, observing that 
he intended to bestow the former either on 
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Grcenough, Crawford, or Powers, and the tw o 
latter upon Washington Allston There was 
a small vase of oracular gas from Dclphos, w hich 
I trust will be submitted to the scientific analy- 
sis of Professor Silhnian I was decpl\ moved 
on beholding a vial of the tears into w'hich 
Niobc was dissolved , nor Jess so on learning 
that a shapeless fragment of salt was a relic of 
that victim of despondency and sinful regrets 
— Lot’s wife My companion appeared to set 
great value upon some Egj’-ptian darkness m 
a blacking jug Several of the shehes were 
covered by a collection of coins, among which, 
however, I remember none but the Splendid 
Shilling, celebrated bv Phillips, and a dollar’s 
worth of the iron money of Lycurgus, w'cighing 
about fifty pounds 

Walking carelessly onward, I had nearly 
fallen over a huge bundle, like a pedlar’s pack, 
done up m sackcloth and vcty securely strapped 
and corded 

“ It is Christian’s burden of sin,” said the 
virtuoso 

" O, pray let us open it ’ ” cned I '‘For 
many a year I have longed to know its con- 
tents ” 

“ Look into your owm consciousness and 
memory,” replied the virtuoso “ You will 
there find a list of whatever it contains ” 
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As this was an undeniable truth, I threw a 
melanchol}'' look at the burden and passed on 
A collection of old garments, hanging on pegs, 
was worthy of some attention, — especially the 
shirt of Nessus, Cajsar’s mantle, Joseph’s coat 
of many colors, the Vicar of Bray’s cassock. 
Goldsmith’s peach-bloom suit, a pair of Presi- 
dent Jefferson’s scarlet breeches, John Ran- 
dolph’s red baize hunting shirt, the drab small- 
clothes of the Stout Gentleman, and the rags 
of the “ man all tattered and torn ” George 
Fox’s hat impressed me with deep reverence as 
a relic of perhaps the truest apostle that has 
appeared on earth for these eighteen hundred 
years My eye was next attracted by an old 
pair of shears, which I should have taken for a 
niemonal of some famous tailor, only that the 
Virtuoso pledged his veracity that they were the 
identical scissors of Atropos He also showed 
me a broken hourglass which had been thrown 
aside by Father Time, together with the old 
gentleman’s gray forelock, tastefully braided 
into a brooch In the hourglass was the hand- 
ful of sand, the grains of which had numbered 
the years of the Cumiean sibyl I think it was 
m this alcove that I saw the inkstand which 
Luther threw at the devil, and the nng which 
Essex, while under sentence of death, sent to 
Queen Elizabeth And here was the blood in- 
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crusted pen of steel with which Faust signed 
away his salvation 

The virtuoso now opened the door of a closet 
and showed me a lamp burning, while three 
others stood unhghted by its side One of the 
three was the lamp of Diogenes, another that 
of Guy Fawkes, and the third that which Hero 
set forth to the midnight breeze in the high 
tower of Abydos 

“ See ' ” said the virtuoso, blowing with all 
his force at the lighted lamp 

The flame quivered and shrank away from 
his breath, but clung to the wick, and resumed 
Its brilliancy as soon as the blast was exhausted 
" It IS an undying lamp from the tomb of 
Charlemagne,” observed my guide “ That 
flame was kindled a thousand years ago ” 

" How ndiculous to kindle an unnatural light 
in tombs ! ” exclaimed I " We should seek to 
behold the dead m the light of heaven But 
what IS the meaning of this chafing-dish of glow- 
ing coals ? ” 

“ That,” answered the virtuoso, “ is the on- 
ginal fire which Prometheus stole from heaven 
Look steadfastly into it, and you will discern 
another curiosity ” 

I gazed into that fire, — which, symbolically, 
was the origin of all that was bright and glorious 
m the soul of man, — and m the midst of it, 
behold, a little reptile, sporting with evident 
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enjoyment of the fervid heat' It was a sala- 
mander 

“ What a sacrilege ' ” cned I, mth inexpres- 
sible disgust “ Can you find no better use for 
this ethereal fire than to chensh a loathsome 
reptile in it ^ Yet there are men who abuse 
the sacred fire of their own souls to as foul and 
guilt)' a purpose ” 

The virtuoso made no answer except by a 
dr)' laugh and an assurance that the salamander 
^vas the ver)' same which Benvenuto Cellini 
had seen in his father’s household fire He then 
proceeded to show me other rarities , for this 
closet appeared to be the receptacle of what he 
considered most valuable in his collection 
“ There,” said he, “ is the Great Carbuncle 
of the White Mountains ” 

I gazed with no little interest at this mighty 
gem, which it had been one of the wild pro- 
jects of my youth to discover Possibly it 
might have looked brighter to me in those 
days than now , at all events, it had not such 
bnlhanc)’’ as to detain me long from the other 
articles of the museum The virtuoso pointed 
out to me a crystalline stone which hung by a 
gold chain against the wall 

" That IS the philosopher’s stone, said he 
“ And have you the elixir vitae which gener- 
all)' accompanies it ^ ” mquired I 

“ Even so , this um is filled with it,” he re- 
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phed “ A draught would refresh you Here 
IS Hebe’s cup , will you quaff a health from 

My heart thrilled wthm me at the 
such a reviving draught , for methought I a 
great need of it after travelling so far on the 
dusty road of life But I know not whether 
It were a peculiar glance m the virtuoso s eyej 
or the circumstance that this most preaous 
liquid was contained in an antique sepulchra 
urn, that made me pause Then came many a 
thought vnth which, in the calmer and better 
hours of life, I had strengthened myself to feel 
that Death is the very friend whom, m his due 
season, even the happiest mortal should be 

willing to embrace „ 

No , I desire not an earthly immortality, 
said I “ Were man to live longer on the earth, 
the spintual would die out of him The spar ' 
of ethereal fire would be choked by the material, 
the sensual There is a celestial something 
within us that requires, after a certain time, the 
atmosphere of heaven to preser%m it from de- 
cay and ruin I will have none of this liqui 
You do well to keep it in a sepulchral urn , for 
It would produce death while bestowing the 
shadow of life ” 

“ All this is unintelligible to me,” responded 
my guide, with indifference “ Life — eartUy 
life — IS the only good But you refuse the 
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draught^ Well, it is not likely to be offered 
twice within one man’s experience Probably 
you have griefs which you seek to forget in 
death I can enable you to forget them in life 
Will you take a draught of Lethe?” 

As he spoke, the virtuoso took from the 
shelf a crystal vase containing a sable liquor, 
which caught no reflected image from the ob- 
jects around 

“ Not for the world ' ” exclaimed I, shnnking 
back “ I can spare none of my recollections, 
not even those of error or sorrow They are 
all alike the food of my spint As well never 
to have lived as to lose them now ” 

Without further parley we passed to the 
next alcove, the shelves of which were burdened 
With ancient volumes and with those rolls of 
papyrus in which was treasured up the eldest 
wisdom of the earth Perhaps the most valu- 
able work in the collection, to a bibliomaniac, 
was the Book of Hermes For my part, how- 
ever, I would have given a higher price for 
those six of the Sibyl’s books which Tarquin 
refused to purchase, and which, the virtuoso 
informed me, he had himself found m the cave 
of Trophomus Doubtless these old volumes 
contain prophecies of the fate of Rome, both 
as respects the decline and fall of her temporal 
empire and the nse of her spintual one Not 
Without value, likewise, vas the work of An- 
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axagoras on Nature, hitherto supposed to be 
irrecoverably lost, and the missing treatises of 
Longinus, by which modern cnticism might 
profit, and those books of Livy, for which the 
classic student has so long sorrowed without 
hope Among these precious tomes I observed 
the original manuscript of the Koran, and also 
that of the Mormon Bible m Joe Smith’s au- 
thentic autograph Alexander’s copy of the 
Iliad was also there, enclosed in the jewelled 
casket of Danus, still fragrant of the perfumes 
which the Persian kept m it 

Opemng an iron-clasped volume, bound m 
black leather, I discovered it to be Cornelius 
Agnppa’s book of magic , and it was rendered 
still more interesting by the fact that many 
flowers, ancient and modern, were pressed be- 
tween Its leaves Here was a rose from Eve’s 
bndal bower, and all those red and white roses 
which were plucked m the garden of the Temple 
by the partisans of York and Lancaster Here 
was Halleck’s Wild Rose of Alloway Coivper 
had contributed a Sensitive Plant, and Words- 
worth an Eglantine, and Burns a Mountain 
Daisy, and Kirke White a Star of Bethlehem, 
and Longfellow a Spng of Fennel, with its yel- 
low flowers James Russell Lowell had given 
a Pressed Flower, but fragrant still, which had 
been shadowed in the Rhine There was also 
a spng from Southey’s Holly-Tree One of 

352 



\ \ IK n.n^o's coiJJ c i ion 


t?ic ni') ' Kruttlul prrtnutis wn*. i I'ringccl 
Uintn.Kvhuii In^! hunpUnJcd mil prc^-crvtd 
lor ji'imor d)!\ h\ Hi\ me. I*rmn Jones \'cn, 
1 poet \slm‘L Mtiit 1 ' scirciK henrd nmong 
Os 1>\ jci^on of II' depth, there w ii a Wind 
Mower and \ Columhuu 

\s 1 clo'cd CoriRlttK \grippi’' nngic\ol- 
unie, an oUl, mildewed litter fell upon the 
finor It ]sro\ I d in l>i nn aiuogmjih from the 
IKing Outcltinm to his wife 1 could lin- 
ger no longer ainoim honks , for tlie afternoon 
wan waning, and thirc was )et much to see' 
The hare inifUion of .a few more curiosities 
must siifHcc I he immense skull of Polyphe- 
mus was recogni/ahlc h) the caatrnous hollow 
in the centre of the forehead where once had 
hla/cd that giant's single eye The tub of 
Diogenes, Medea's caldron, and Psyciie s vase 
of heauta were placed one witliin another 
l^andora’s ho\, without the hd, stood ne\t, 
containing nothing hut the girdle of Venus, 
which hid been carelessly flung into it A 
bundle of bircii rods which had been used by 
Shenslone’s schoolmistress w'crc tied up with 
the Countess of Sahsburv’s garter I knew 
not winch to value most, a roc's egg as big as 
an ordinary hogshead, or the shell of the egg 
winch Columbus set upon its end Perhaps 
the most delicate article in the whole museum 
was Queen Mab’s chariot, — which, to guard 
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It from the touch of meddlesome fingers, was 
placed under a glass tumbler 

Several of the shelves were occupied by spe- 
amens of entomology Feeling but little in- 
terest in the science, I noticed only Anacreon’s 
grasshopper, and a humble-bee which had been 
presented to the virtuoso by Ralph Waldo Em- 
erson 

In the part of the hall which W'e had now 
reached, I observed a curtain that descended 
from the ceilmg to the floor in voluminous 
folds, of a depth, nchness, and magnificence 
which I had never seen equalled It w'as not ^ 
to be doubted that this splendid though dark 
and solemn veil concealed a portion of the mu- 
seum even ncher in wonders than that through 
which I had already passed, — but, on my at- 
tempting to grasp the edge of the curtain and 
draw It aside, it proved to be an illusive pic- 
ture 

“You need not blush,” remarked the vir- 
tuoso , “ for that same curtain deceived Zeuxis 
It IS the celebrated painting of Parrhasius ” 

In a range with the curtain there were a num- 
ber of other choice pictures by artists of ancient 
days Here was the famous cluster of grapes 
by Zeuxis, so admirably depicted that it seemed 
as if the npe juice were bursting forth As 
to the picture of the old woman by the same 
illustnous painter, and which was so ludicrous 
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that he himself died with laughing at it, I can- 
not say that it particularly moved my nsibihty 
Ancient humor seems to have little power over 
modern muscles Here, also, was the horse 
painted b) Apelles \vhich living horses neighed 
at, his first portrait of Alexander the Great, 
and his last unfinished picture of Venus asleep 
Each of these works of art, together with others 
by Parrhasms, Timanthes, Polygnotus, ApoIIo- 
dorus, Pausias, and Pamphilus, required more 
time and study than I could bestow for the ade- 
quate perception of their ments I shall there- 
fore leave them undesenbed and uncnticised, 
nor attempt to settle the question of superiority 
beuveen ancient and modern art 

For the same reason I shall pass lightly over 
the speamens of antique sculpture which this 
indefatigable and fortunate virtuoso had dug out 
of the dust of fallen empires Here was jEti- 
on's cedar statue of vEsculapius, much decayed, 
and Alcon’s iron statue of Hercules, lamentably 
rusted Here was the statue of Victory, six 
feet high, which the Jupiter Olympus of Phidias 
had held m his hand Here was a forefinger 
of the Colossus of Rhodes, seven feet m length 
Here was the Venus Urania of Phidias, and 
other images of male and female beauty or gran- 
deur, wrought by sculptors who appear never to 
have debased their souls by the sight of any 
meaner forms than those of gods or godlike 
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mortals But the deep simpliats of these great 
works was not to be comprehended br a mind 
evcited and disturbed, as mine ^’.as, bv the van- 
ous objects that had recent! v been presented to 
It I therefore turned awav with merely a pass- 
ing glance, resohnng on some future occasion 
to brood over each indmdual statue and picture 
until my inmost spirit should feel their excel- 
lence In this department, again, I noticed the 
tendency to whimsical combinations and ludi- 
crous analogies which seemed to influence many 
of the arrangements of the museum. The 
wooden statue so well known as the Palladium 
of Troy was placed in close apposmon with 
the wooden head of General Jackson which was 
stolen a few rears since from the bows of the 
frigate Constitution 

We had now completed the circuit of the 
spacious hall, and found ourselves again near 
the door. Feehng somewhat weaned with the 
survev of so many novelties and antiquities, I 
sat down upon Cowper’s sofa, while the \'irtu- 
oso threw himself carelesslv into Rabelais’ easy 
chair. Casting mv eves upon the opposite wall, 
I was surpnsed to perceive the shadow of a man 
fhekermg unsteadily across the wainscot, and 
looking as if It were stirred bv some brgath of 
air that found its way through the door or win- 
dows No substantial figure was visible from 
which this shadow might be thrown , nor, had 
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there hten siieh, wt; there am sunshine that 
t\ould ln\L caused it to dirktn upon the wall 
“It IS Peter Schleinihrs shadow,” obsen'^ed 
the virtuoso, “and one of the most valuable 
articles in im collection ” 

“Methinks a shadow would have made a 
fitting doorkeeper to such a museum,” said I , 
“ although, indeed, ^ onder figure has something 
strange and fantastic about him, w'hich suits well 
enough with man} of the impressions wdiich I 
have rcccn cd here Pri) , wdio is he ? ” 

While speaking, I gayed more scrutinizmgly 
than before at the antiquated presence of the 
person w'lio had admitted me, and who still sat 
on his bench with the same restless aspect, and 
dim, confused questioning anxiety that I had 
noticed on my first entrance At this moment 
he looked cagerl}' towards us, and, half starting 
from his scat, addressed me 

“ I beseech you, kind sir, ’’said he m a cracked, 
melancholy tone, “ have pity on the most un- 
fortunate man in the w^orld For Heaven s 
sake, answ'er me a single question ’ Is this the 
towm of Boston ^ ” 

“ You have recognized him now,’ said the 
virtuoso “ It IS Peter Rugg, the missing man 
I chanced to meet him the other day still in 
search of Boston, and conducted him hither , 
and, as he could not succeed in finding his 
friends, I have taken him into my service as 
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doorkeeper He is somewhat too apt to ram- 
ble, but otherwise a man of trust and integrity ” 

" And might I venture to ask,” continued I, 
“to whom am I indebted for this afternoon’s 
gratification ? ” 

The virtuoso, before replying, laid his hand 
upon an antique dart, or javelin, the rustj steel 
head of vhich seemed to have been blunted, as 
if It had encountered the resistance of a tempered 
shield, or breastplate 

“ My name has not been without its distinc- 
tion in the world for a longer period than that 
of any other man alive,” answered he “Yet 
many doubt of my existence , perhaps you vrll 
do so to-morrow. This dart which I hold in 
my hand was once gnm Death’s own weapon 
It served him well for the space of four thou- 
sand years , but it fell blunted, as you see, when 
he directed it against my breast.” 

These words were spoken with the calm and 
cold courtesy of manner that had characterized 
this singular personage throughout our inter- 
view I fanaed, it is true, that there was a bit- 
terness indefinably mingled with his tone, as of 
one cut off from natural sympathies and blasted 
with a doom that had been inflicted on no other 
human being, and by the results of which he 
had ceased to be human Yet, withal, it seemed 
one of the most temble consequences of that 
doom that the victim no longer regarded it as a 
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nl^nlH^ , hut Incl rnnll\ ncccptcd it as the great- 
est good tint could Inve hefallcn huri 

“ ^ ou ire the Wandering Jew * ” exchimed I 
1 he ^ irtuoso howed without emotion of any 
hind , for, hv centuries of custom, he had al- 
most lost the sense of strangeness in his fate, 
and was hut imperfecth conscious of the aston- 
ishment iiul awe with which it affected such as 
are cipilile of death 

our doom is indeed a fearful one > ” said 
L 'nth irrepressible feeling ind a frankness that 
afterwards startled me, “yet perhaps the ethe- 
real spirit IS not entirely extinct under all this 
corrupted or fro7en mass of earthly life Per- 
haps the immortal spark maj’^ yet be rekindled 
hy a breath of Heawen Perhaps you may yet 
be permitted to die before it is too late to live 
eternally You have my prayers for such a 
consummation Farew'cll ” 

“Your prayers will be in vain,” replied he, 
'vith a smile of cold tnumph “ My destiny is 
linked with the realities of earth You are wel- 
come to your visions and shadows of a future 
state , but give me what I can see, and touch, 
and understand, and I ask no more ” 

“It is indeed too late,” thought I “The 
soul IS dead wnthin him ” 

Struggling betiveen pity and horror, I ex- 
tended my hand, to which the virtuoso gave his 
own, still with the habitual courtesy of a man 
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of the worlci, but without a single heart-throb 
of human brotherhood The touch seemed like 
ice, yet I know not whether morally or physi- 
cally As I departed, he bade me observe that 
the inner door of the hall vas constructed with 
the ivory leaves of the gateway through which 
^neas and the Sibyl had been dismissed from 
Hades 
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thy, his whole stock of drugs and medianes , a 
physician his librar)'- , a parson his old sermons , 
and a fine gentleman of the old school his code 
of manners, which he had formerly written 
down for the benefit of the next generation 
A widow, resolving on a second marriage, slyly 
threw in her dead husband’s miniature A 
ycang man, jilted by his mistress, would will- 
ingly have flung his own desperate heart into 
the flames, but could find no means to wrench 
It out of his bosom An American author, 
whose works were neglected by the public, 
threw his pen and paper into the bonfire, and 
betook himself to some less discouraging occu- 
pation It somewhat startled me to overhear 
a number of ladies, highly respectable in ap- 
pearance, proposing to fling their gowns and 
petticoats into the flames, and assume the garb, 
together with the manners, duties, offices, and 
responsibihties, of the opposite sex. 

What favor was accorded to this scheme I am 
unable to say, my attention being suddenly 
drawn to a poor, deceived, and half-delinous 
girl, who, exclaiming that she was the most 
worthless thing ahve or dead, attempted to cast 
herself into the fire amid all that wrecked and 
broken trumpery of the world A good man, 
however, ran to her rescue 

“ Patience, my poor girl ' ” said he, as he 
drew her back from the fierce embrace of the 
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destroying angel “ Be patient, and abide 
Heaven’s will So long as you possess a living 
soul, all may be restored to its first freshness 
These things of matter and creations of human 
fantasy are fit for nothing but to be burned 
when once they have had their day , but your 
day IS eternity ' ” 

“ Yes,” said the wretched girl, whose frenzy 
seemed now to have sunk down into deep de- 
spondency, — “ yes, and the sunshine is blotted 
out of It' ” 

It was now rumored among the spectators 
that all the weapons and munitions of war were 
to be thrown into the bonfire, with the excep- 
tion of the world’s stock of gunpowder, which, 
as the safest mode of disposing of it, had already 
been drowned in the sea This intelligence 
seemed to awaken great diversity of opinion 
The hopeful philanthropist esteemed it a token 
that the millennium was already come , while 
persons of another stamp, in whose view man- 
kind was a breed of bulldogs, prophesied that all 
the old stoutness, fervor, nobleness, generosity, 
and magnanimity of the race would disappear, — 
these qualities, as they affirmed, requinng blood 
for their nounshment They comforted them- 
selves, however, in the belief that the proposed 
abolition of war was impracticable for any length 
of time together 

Be that as it might, numberless great guns, 
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